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BRUNCG FEB 1 Q 1910 


To the Right Honourable, Charles Lord Clifford 
of Lanesborough, &c. 


My Lora, 


T is with a great deal of Pleaſure, that I lay hold on this 
KY firſt Occaſion, which, the Accidents of my Lite have given 
me of writing to your Lordſhip : For ſince at the ſame time 
I writs toall the World, it will be a means of publiſhing, 
(what I would have every Body _— the Reſpe& and Duty 
which Il owe and pay toyou. I have ſo much Inclination to be 
yours, that need no other Engagement : But the |myy— Ties, 
by which I am bound to your Lordſhip and Family, have pur it 
out of my power to make you any Complement ; fince a!l Offers 
of my ſelf, will amount to no morethan an honeſt Acknowledg- 
ment, and only ſhew a willingneſs in me to be grateful, 

lam very near wiſhing, That it were not ſo much my Intereſt 
to be your -Lordſhips Servant, that it might be more my Merit ; 
not that I would avoid being obliged to you, but I would have my 
own Choice to run me into the Debt ; that I might have it to 
boaſt, I had diſtinguiſhed a Man, to whomT would be glad tobe 
obliged, even without the hopes of having it in my Power, ever 
to make him a return. 

It is impoſſible for me to come near your Lordſhip, in any kind, 
and not to receive ſome Favour ; and while in appearance I am on» 
ly making an Acknowledgment (with the uſual underhand deal- 
ing of the World) Iam at the ſame time, infinuating my own 
Intereſt, I cannot give your Lordſhip your due, without racking 
a Bill of my own Priviledges. *Tis true, if a Man never commit- 
ted a Folly, he would never ſtand in need of a ProteCtion : But 
then Power would have nothing to do, and good Nature no occa- 
fion to ſhew it ſelf; and where thoſe Vertues are, *cis pity they 
ſhould want ObjeQts to ſhine upon. IT muſt confels this is no rea- 
ſon, why a Man ſhould do an idle thing, nor indeed any good Ex- 
cuſe for it, when done ; yet it reconciles the uſes of ſuch Autho- 
rity and Goodneſs, to the neceſſities of our Follies ; and is a fore 
of Poetical Logick, which, at this time I would make uſe of, ts 
argue your Lordſhip into a ——— of this Play. Ir is the _ 

2 Ot- 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Offence I have committed in this kind, or indeed, in any kind of 
Poetry, tho? not the firſt made publick ; and, therefore, I hope 
will the moreeaſily be parconed : But had it been Atted, when 
it was firſt written, more might ave been ſaid in its behalf; Ig. 
norance of the Town-and Stage, would then, have been Excuſes 
in a young Writer, which now, almoſt ſour Years experience, 
will [ſcarce allow of, YetI muſt declare my ſelfſenſible of the good 
Natuwie of the Town, in receiving this Play fo kindly, with all its 
Faults, which Imuſt own were, for the moſt part,very induſtriouſly 
covered by the care of the Players; for, I think, ſcarce a Cha- 
rafter but receiv?d all the Advantage it would admit of, from 
the juſtneſs of Aion. 

As for the Criticks, my Lord, 1 have nothing to ſay, to, or 
againſt any of them of any kind ; from thoſe who make juſt Ex. 
ceptions, to thoſe who find fault in tne wrong place. I will only 
make this general Anſwer in behalf of my Play (an Anſwer, which 
Epiitetus adviſes every Man to make for himſelt, to his Cenſurers) 
viz. That if they who find ſome Faults init, were as intimate with it 
4 Tam, they would find a great many more. This isa Confeſſion, 
which I need not to have made ; but however, [can draw this uſe 
from it, to my own Advantage, that I think there are no Faults 
init, but what Ido know; which, as Itake it, 1s the firſt ſtep to 
an amendment, 

Thus I may live in hopes (ſometime or other) of making the 
Townamends ; but you, my Lord, I never can, tho'l am ever 


Your Loraſhips 
moſt obedient and 


mot humble Servant, 


Will, Congreve. 


To 


To Mr. CONGREVE. 


HEN Vertue in purſuit of Fame appears, 
And forward ſhoots the growth beyond the Years : 
We timely court the riſing Heros Cauſe ; : 


Hnd on his fide, the Poet wiſely draws ;, 
Beſpeaking him hereafter, by Applauſe. 

The days will come, when we ſhall all receive, 
Returning Intereſt from what now we give : 
Inſtruftted, and ſupported by that Praiſe, 
And Reputation, which we ſtrive to raiſe, 
Nature ſo coy, ſo hardly to be Woo'd 

Flies, like a Miſtreſs, but to be purſwd. 

O CONGREVE ! boldly follow on the Chaſe ; 

She looks behind, and wants thy ſtrong Embrace : + 

She yields, ſhe yiclds, ſurrenders all her Charms, 

Do you but force her gently to your Arms : 

Such Nerves, ſuch Graces, in your Lines appear, 

As you were made to be her Raviſher. 

DRYDEN has long extended his Command, 

By Right divine, quite through the Muſes Land, 

Abſolute Lord ;, and holding now from none, 

But great Apollo, his unduubted Crown : 

(That Empire ſettled, and grown old in Pow”r) 

Can wiſh for nothing, but a Succeſſor : 

Not to enlarge his Limits, but maintain 

Thoſe Provinces, which he alone could gain, 

His eldeſt Wicherly, in wiſe Retreat, 

Thought it not worth bis quiet to be great. 

Looſe, wandring, Erherege, in wild Pleaſures tot, 

And foriign Int refts,. to his hopes long leſt : 

Poor Lee and Otway dead! CONGREVE appears, 
The Darling, ard laſt Comfort of his Years : * 
May ft thou live long in thy great Maſters ſmiles, 

And 7rowing under him, adorn theſe. Iſles : 

But whei——when part of him (be that but late) 

kdis Body yielding muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
Leaving bis deathleſs Works, and thee behind, 
(The natural Succtſſor of his Mind) 

T hen may'# thou finiſh what he has begun : 
Heir to his Merit, be in Fame his Son. 

What thou haſt done, ſhews all is in thy Power ; 
And to Write better, only muſt Write more, 
"Tis. ſomething to be willing to commend; 
But my beſt Praiſe, is, that I am your Friend. 


THO, SOUTHERNYE, 


To Mr. CONGREVE. 


He Danger's great in theſe cen{orious days, 
When Critics are(o rife, toventure Praiſe: 
When the infe&tious and ill-natured Brood 
Behold, and damn the W ork, becauſe 'tis good; 
Andwitha proud, ungenerous Spight would try 
To pats an Oftrociſm on Poetry. | 
But you, my Friend, your Worth does fafely 
bear 
Above their Spleen; you have no caule ( fear; 
Like a well-metled Hawk, you took your flight 
Quite out of reach, and almoſt out of ſight. 
As the ſtrong Sun, in a fair Summers day, 
Youriſe, anddrivethe Miſts and Clowds away, 
The Owls and Bats, andall the Birds of Prey. 
Each Line of yours, like poliſht Steel's fo hard, 
In Beauty fafe, it wants no other guard. 
Nature her {elf s beholden to your Drels, 
Which tho' ſtill like, much tairer you expreſs. 
Some vainly ſtriving Honour to obtain, 
Leave to their Heirs the Traffick of their Brain; 
Like (ima under Ground, the ripening W are, 


In a long time, perhaps grows worth our Care : 


But 


But you now reap the Fame, fo well you've 
: ( ſown; 
The Planter taſts his Fruit to ripeneſs grown. 
As a fair Orange-treeat once is ſeen, 
Big with what's ripe, yet fpringing ſtill with 
( Green: 
Soat one time, my worthy Friend appears, 
Withall thefap of Youth, and weight of Years. 
Accept my pious Love, as forward Zeal, 
W hich tho! it ruins me I can't conceal: 
- posd to Cenſure for my weak Applaule, 
mpleasdto ſuffer info jult a Cauſe : 
And tho' my Offering may unworthy prove, 
Take as a Friend the Wiſhes of my Love. 


7. MARSH 


To Mr. CONGREFVE, on his PLAY, 
called, The OLD BATCHELOR, 
C Allay, 


V Immortal #, and never can decay: 


'T is in all Times and Languages the ſame : 

Nor can an ill Tranſlation quench the Flame : 

For, tho' the Form and Faſhion don't remain, 

Tb intrinfick value ſtill it will retain. 

Then let each ſtudied Scene be writ with Art ; 

And Judgment ſweat to form the labour d Part : 
Each Charafter be juſt, and Nature ſeem ; 

Without th Ingredient, Wit, "tis all but Phlegm : 
For that's the Soul, which all the Maſs muſt move, 
And wake our Paſſions into Grief, or Love. 

But you, too Bounteows, ſow your Wit ſo thick, 
We are ſurprig'd, and know not where to pick- 
eAnd while our Clapping does you Juſtice do, 


Oar ſelves we injure, and loſe ſomething new. 


V Vhat 


IT, like true Gold, refm'd from al 


What maynt we then, great Touth, of thee preſage, 
Whoſe Art and Wit ſo much tran aſcend thy Ape? 
How wilt thou —=_ at thy Meridian be igbt? 

Who, at thy "Fx fo wait a light. 

VVhen DRY 'YDE NN dying, ſhall the VYorld 


C decerve, 
VVhom we l mmortal, as bis Vorks, believe; 
Thou ſhalt ſucceed, the Glory of the Stage, 
Aadorn and entertain the coming Ape. 


BEVIL HI GGINS. 


a P R O- 


CCumupmrer mores WEOEEFT 5, wer Cre CrnI4n 


PROLOGUE intended for the old Batche- 
loxr, ſent to the Author, by an unknown Hand. 


OST Authors on the Stage at firſt appear 
Like Widows-Bridegrooms, full of doubt and fear : 

. They judge from the experience of the Dame, 

How hard a Task it is to quench her Flame : 

And who falls ſhort of furniſhing a courſe, 

Up to his brawny Predeceſſors force ; 

With utmoſt rage from her Embraces thrown, 

Remains convicted, as an empty Drone. 

Thus often, to his Shame, a pert Beginner 

Proves in the end, a miſerable Sinner. 

As for our Youngſter, I am apt to doubt him, 

With all the vigour of his Youth about him : 

But he, more Sanguine, trults in one and twenty, 

And impudently hopes he ſhall content you : 

For tho? his Batchelour be worn and cold : 

He thinks the Young may club to help the Old : 

And what alone can be atchieved by neither, 

Is often brought about by both together. 

The briskeſt of you all have felt Allarms, 

Finding the fair One proſtitute her Charms 5 

With broken Sighs, in her old Fumblers Arms. 

But for our Spark, he Swears he'll ne*re be jealous 

Of any Rivals, but young luſty Fellows. 

Faith let him try his Chance, and it the Slave, 

Aﬀter his bragging prove a waſhy Knave ; 

May he be. baniſh*d to fome lonely Den, 

And never more have leave to dip his Pen : | 

But if he be the Champion he pretends, | 

Both Sexes ſure will join to be his Friends ; 

For all agree, where all can have their eads. 

And you muſt own him for a Man of Might, 

If he holds out to pleaſe you the third Night. 


Þ R O- 


P R OF Ca Sz 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


OW this wile World is chang'd ! In former days, 
Prologues, were ſerious Speeches, before Plays ; 
Grave ſolemn Things, 4s Graces are to Feaſts ; 
Where, Poets beg'd a Bleſſing, from their Gueſts. 
But now, no more like Suppliants, we come ; 
A Play makes Wir, and Prologue is the Drum : 
Arm'd with keen Satyr, and with pointed Wit, 
We threaten you who ao for Jiages ſit, c 
To fave our Plays, or elſe we'll damn your Pit. 
But for your Comfort, it falls out to day, 
Wewve a young Author ana his firſt-born Play ; 
So, ſtanding only os his good Behaviour, 
Hes wery crvil, and entreats your Favour, 
Not but the Man has Malice, would he ſhow it, 
But on my Conſcience he's a baſhful Poet ; | 
Tou think that (trange n0 matter, hell out-grow it. 
Well, Pm his Advocate by me he prays you, 
(T don't know whether I ſhatl ſpeak to pleaſe you) 
He prays O bleſs me ! what ſhall I do now ! 
Hang me if I know what he prays, or how ! 
And *twas the prettieſt Prologue, as he wrote it 
Well, the Deuce take me, if I han't forect tt. 
O Lord, for Heavens ſake excuſe the Play, C 


Becauſe, you know, if it be danm'd to day, 

T ſhall be hang'd for wanting what to ſay. 

For my ſake then but Pm in ſuch Confuſion, 
T cannot ſtay to hear your Reſolution. 


Runs oft, 


Per- 


Perſonz Dramatis: 
Men, By 


Heartwell, a ſurly old Batchelour, 
pretending to {light Women ;>Mr. Betterton. 
ſecretly in Love with Suva, 
Bellmour, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Powel. 
Vainlove, capricious in his Love ; 11; 
in Love with Araminta, $f Wuliams. 


Sharper, Mr. Alexander. 
Sir Joleph Wittol, Mr. Bowen. 
Capt. Blufte, Mr. Hains. 
Fondlewife,* a Banker, Mr, Dogget, 
Setter, a Pimp, Mr. Underhill. 
Servant to Fondlewife. 

Women, 


Araminta, in Love with Vainhbve, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Belinda, her Couſin and affeted 
Lady, in Love with Bene $Hhs ——— 


Letitia, Wite to Fondlewife, Mrs. Barry. 
Silvia, Vainlove's forſaken Miſtreſs, Mrs. Bowman. 
Lucy, her Maid, Mrs. Leigh. 
Betty. 

Footmen. 


The Scene, LONDON. 
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Old Batchelour. 


ACT L SCENE L was 


Bellmour ad Vainlove wreetire. 


Ainlove, and abroad fo early ! good Morrow; I thought a 
Contemplative Lover could no more have parted with his 
Bed in a Morring, than a could have flepr it, 

Vain. Bellmour, good Morrow Why truth ot is, theiz early Sallies are 
not uſual to me ; but Buſineſs, as you ſee Sir | Shewing Letters. 
And Buſineſs muſt be tollow'd, or be loft. ; 

Bell. Pox of Buſineſ— And fo mult -Time, my Friend, be cloſe purſued, 
or loſt. Buſineſs is the rub of Life, perverts our Aim, caſts off the Bias, 
and leaves us wide and ſhort of the intended Mark. 

Vain, Plcafure, I gueſs you mean, 

Bell. Ay, what elſe has meaning ? 

Vain, Oh the Wiſe will tell you _— 

Bell. More than they belizve Oc underſtand, 

Vain. Flow, how, Ned, a wile Man ſay more than k2 underſtands? 

Bell. Ay, ay, OX Wildom's nothing-but a pretending to know and 
believe more than really we Co. You read of but one wite Man, and all 
that he knew was, that he knew nothing. Come come, Ieav e Bufineſs to 
Idlers, and Wiſdom to Fools ; they —_ nced of 'em; Wit, be my 


Bell. 


Fa* 


K.- 


(2) 


», ”% 


bx foot deep into a Gra: e——-- Buſineſs is nor my Element——l rowl in 


a higher Oro and Cwel! — 

Pam. 1h Caltles Vil” Air of thy own.building : That's thy Element 
Ned— Vie!l;ashigh a Fiyer as you are, I have a Lure may make you 
itoop. (Flings a Letter. 

Bell. I, marry Sir, I have a Hawks Eye ata Woman's Hind —— There's 
more Elegancy in the fall: ſpelling of chis Super- | Takes ap the Letter. 
{cription than in-altl Crcere Let me fee How now, Dear pertidi- 
ous Vamlove. | Reads. 

Fain. Hold, told, "ſlife that's the wreng. 

Bell. Nay, ler's ſze the Name (Svia!) how can't thou be ungrate- 
fulcothar Creature ? She's extreamly pretty, and loves thee intirely —— 
I have keard her breath ſuch Raptures about thee 

Vain, Ay, or any Body tat ſhe's about — 

i?-i]. No taith, Frank, you wrong her ; ſhe's been juſt to you. 

Vain, That's pleaſant, by my troth from chee, who haſt enjoy'd her: 

B.//. Neve Her Afﬀections, *tis true by Heaven, ſhe own'd it 
to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin Morn, when it diicloſed the 
Ciizar, which that tiuſty Bawd of Nature, Night, had hid, conteſs'd 
he: Soul was true to you tho” I by Treachery had ſtolln the Blifs—— 

Vain. So was true as Turtle —— in imagination, Ned, ha ? Preach this 
Dodrine to Husbands, and the married Women will adore thee. 

BJ. Why faith I think it will do well enough——IFf the Husband be' 
out of the way, for the Wife to ſhow her fondneſs and impatience of his 
Abſence, by chooſing a Lover as like him as ſhe can ; and what is unlike 
ſhe may help out with her own Fancy. 

Vain. But is it notan abuſeto the Lover to be made a Blind of ? For the 
oniy ſtalks under him to take aim at her Husband. 

Bell. As you lay, the Abuſeis to the Lover, not the Husband : For 'cis 
an Argument of her great Zeal towards him, that ſhe will enjoy him 
in Effigie. 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſticious Country, where fuch Zeal paſſes 
for trus Devotion. I doubr it will be damn'd by all our Proteſtanc 'Hus- 
bands for flat Idolatry —— — But if you can make Alderman Fondlewife 
of your Pe:{wation, this Letter will ke ncedlets. 

Bell, What, the old Banker with the hanClome Wite ? 

Vain. Ay. : 

Bell. Let me fee, Letitia! Oh'tis a delicicus Martel. Dear Frank, thou 
a:t the trueſt Friend in the Wor id. 

Vain, Ay,am I not? to becontinually ſtarting of Harcs for you to couri:, 
We ais Ccitainly cut out for ons another ; tor iny 'Temper quits an 
Amour, 


(3) 


Amour, juſt where thine takes it up 


But read that, it is an Apnoint 
ment for me this Evening ; when Fondlewtfe wiil bes gone out of Town, 
to meet the Maſter of a Ship, about the return of a Venture whict: he's 


= 


in danger of loting. Read, read. ; 

Bell. Reads, Hum, hum Out of Town this Evenimy, and taiks o© 
ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep me Company ; but I'!! take care he (all not b- 
at home. Good! Spmtext! Oh the Fanatick une-ey'd Parton | 

Vain. Ay. 

Be/l. Roads. Hum, bum, — —Tzat jowr Conver{ation will be much move 
apreeable, if you can counterfeit b1s Habit to blind the Servants, Very good. 
Then I muſt be diſguiſed —- With all my Heart--—Ir addsa Guſto to an 
Amour ; gives it the greater reſemblance or Theft : and among us lewd 
Mortals, the deeper the Sin the {weerer. Frank, Va amaz'd at thy good 
Nature _ 

Pain. FaithT hate Love when *tis forc'd u2on a Man, as I do Wine-— 
And this Buſineſs is none of my lzeking ; L only hapnzd to be once or 
rwic?, where Letitia was the hand{omeſt Woman in Company, fo con- 
ſequently apply'd my felt to her— And it ſeems ſhe has taken me at my 
Word had you been there, or any Body "chad been the fame. 

Bell. I wiſh I may ſucceed as the fame. 

Vain. Never doubt it ; for if chz Spirit of Cuckoldora bs oncz raifed up 
in a Woman, th2 Devil can'c lay it cill ſhe has don'c. 

Bell. Prithee what fort of Fellow is Fondlewife ? 

Vain, A kind of Mungril Z:alot, ſometimes very preciſe and peeviſh : 
ButI have ſeen him pleaſant enough in his way; much addicted to Jealou- 
fie, but moreto Fondneſs : So that as he is often jealous without a Caule, 
he's as often ſatisfied without Reaſon. 

Bell. A veryeven Temper, and fit for my purpoſe. I muſt get your Man 
Setter, to provide my Diſguile. 

Vain. You may take him for good and all if you will, for you have 
made him fit for no body elſe Well 

Bel. You're going to viſit in return of $:/v;2's Letter ——— Poor Ropuc. 
Any hour of the day or night will ferve her——But do you know nothing 
of a new Rival there ? 

Pain. Yes, Heartwell, that ſurly, old, pretended Woman-Hater thinks 
her Vertuous; that's one Reaſon why I fail her : I would have her fret her 
{elf out of conceit with me, thactſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of him. 
I know he viſits her ev'ry day. | 

Bell, yer rails on ſtill; and chinks his Love unknowa to us; alittle time 
will ſwell him fo, hz muſt be forc'd to give it birth, anal the diicovery 
muſt needs be very pleaſant from himielt, co fee what pains he will tage, 
and how he willſtrein co be deliver'd of a Szcrert, when he has miſcarried 
Ove already, 


R A. : Vam. 


(4) 


V1iu. Well, good morrow ; lets dine together; Ill meet at theold place. 

Bell. With all My Heart, it lies convenient for 1s,to pay our Afternoon 

S2rvice to Our Miltrefics ; I find I am Gamnably in Love 3 F'm fo vneaſie 
7 
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Sharp. Um ſorry to fee this. Ned : Once a Main eomes to his Solitogue: 
L five him for £0. 

Ell, Sharper, I'm gl; _ to ſee thee. 

Shorp. What is Belinda cruel, that you are ſothoughtſul ? 

Bel]. No faich, nor for that— Bur there's a-Buſinels of Conſ:quence 
fa In our to Jay that reguires fome Conſideration. 

Soary. A. age ee wh at mighty Buſineſs of Conſequence canſt thov k.ave 7 


»\CO ot 
Belj. \ ny You 1 1th Know, "ris 4 P1C ece of Work towa rd the finiſh 1Ng 
of an Alcerman ; ie fe ens I muſt pur che laſt h and to it, and dub him 
Cuckold, that he may be of equal Dignity with the reſt of his Brethren. 


Sol dias Belinda's Pardon . 

Sharp. Faith Cen give her over tor good-and-all ; you can have no hopes 
of getting ber for a Miltreis, and ſhe is tOO Proud, coo Inconfſtanr, _ 
Aﬀected, too Witty, and too Hindiome for a Wite. 

B:ll. But ſhe can't have too much Mot: iy There's twelve thouſand 
Pound, Tem——*Tis true, ſhe 15 $ exc2thvely toppith and altectcd, but in my 
Conſcience I believe the Paggag: loves mc, for ſhe never ſpeaks well of n 
her ſelf, nor ſuffers any bedy elſe to ra'l at me. Then, as I toll NIV thivah 5 
Were thouland Pound— Hr: m— Why fait2 vzon ſecond Thouzlits, ſhe 
£025 BOt Appear ro be io very alleted neither— Give hez her duz, I think 
= W oman's a Woman, and that's all, As f{uc ot m fue 1 hail like her 
r the Devil take me it I don't love all the Sex. 


Soary. And here comes one who 1wears as reatily he hate 


Enter Hartwell. 
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Company like a Phyfician,with diſcourſe of cheir Diſeaſes and Intirmities 


What fine Lady hatt thou h22n P! nies out of conceit with her {2it, and 
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Of her Own k ©! I knew thon art as unn — 2d as unwe 
int a n, 25 a Look! re plats altCr £2 Dmaii POX. 

yoke els I have rot |UCHN in eering tulfome I. yes ani nauizo!:: 
"© now fawaing u0n a little fawilet Whore, that will taw 
again, and entertain any Fupyy thar COmes » ike 2 Tumb 
ſame Tricks over anv cer; For fuch 1 guts may have bezn your late 
up t-3þ 11en 
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Heart, What, has he not droppd Archor at Araminte ? 
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nd very 11 Nature. 
Heari., And proves that Ve:intuve Fiays the Fool w.ii: Diſ-retion. 
Sharp, You, Bcllmunrr, are 1 OuNt 1241C | i 
pleaſure re ap rhat e iris w hich he takes pains ro low ; He coo che Dri 
ge. y-I1n the Mr , and youu ſtamp your Image on the Gold. 
Bl, He's « of another Opin! on, ana ſays | Co th2 . Drucge 'y 1n the 
Mine: Well, we have ca "1 OUT ſhare ; of { tpe 110, and each that which he like: 
beſt ; *tis h'5 Lis erlion to Ser, tis mine to Cover the Partridge. 
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Hart, Gocd Mir. Yourg fellow, vou'te miſtaken; as able as your fe! 
and 25 1imble roo, tho? | mayn't hare fo much Mercury in my Limls 
tis trtioindecd, 1 dowe force Appetite, but wait the natural call of my Luft, 
and think it time Cnot 20 to be lewd, 2fccr 3 bave had the Tem: Orat 10!N, 

Bel. Timeenotigh. ay,roo foon 1 1 fhowuld rather ha7e Cxpecte, i: 0h! 
a Perſon ol vour Gravity ———— 

Fear: 


LS 

Hart, Yet its oftentimes 30 lacz wich fome of vou young, termagant, 
Azlhy Sinners——you hare all che guilc of the Tmtention, and none of the 
pleaſure of th? Practice— "7; truz, you are fo eager in purſuit of the 
Teniptation, that you fave the Devil the trouble of leading you into it : 
VWor 1s it out of Gilcretion, thar” you don't {ivallow that very Hook your 
Felves have baited z bur you <2 cloi'd with the Preparative, and what you 
mean for a Whet, turns the e.ige of your puny Sromachs. Your Love is 
like your Ceurags, watch you fhew tor the fi:it Year or two upon all oc- 
caſions 3 *Gall in a little time, being diſabled or difarm'd, you abare cf your 
V:igour; and that daring Bladle which was io otten drawn, is bound to the 
Poace for ever aiter. 

Bell. Thou art an oid Fornicator ; of a fingular good Principle indeed! 
2nd art for encouraging Youth, thac tay may bs as wicked as thou arc 
at.tay Years. 

Heart. 1 am for having every body be what they pretend *» be; a 
Whoremalter be a Whorematlter ; ani not like Vainlowe, kifs a L:p Dog 
with patl;on, whenic would diigult him from the Lady's own Lips. 

Bell, That only happens ſometimes, wahzre the Dog has the 1 reerer 
Breath, for the more cleanly conveyance. Bur George, you mult not «uar- 
rel with little Gallantries of this nature ; Women are often won by *em : 
Who would retuſe co kils a Lap Dog, it it were preliminary co the Lips of 
his Lady ? 

" Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling her if ſhe were hot, 
when it might entitle him to the Office of warming ler whe: ſhe ſhould 
be cold ? 

Bel], What is it toread a Play in a rainy day, when it may bz themeans 
ofgetting into a fair Lady's Books, cho' you ſhould be now and chen inter- 
rupted in a witty Scene, and ſhe p2rhaps preſerve her Laug' er till the 
Tzit were over * Even this may be born with, conſidering the Rew.ro in 
proſpect. 

Heart. I confeſs you that are Wome:!'s Aſſes bear greater Burdens, are 
forc'd to undergo Dreliing, Dancing, Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhy ming, 
Flattering, Lying, Grinning, Cringing, aad the drudgery ot Loving to 
boor. 

Bell. O Brute! the drudgery of Loving ! 

Heart. Ay, why to coms to Love chrougi all theſe Incumbrances, is 
like coming toan Eſtace overcharg'd with Debts, which by the time you 
have pay'd, yields no further profit than what the bare Tillage and Ma- 
nuring ofthe Land will produce at the expence ot your own Swear. 

Bell. Prithes how doſt thou lo e ? 

Sharp. He! he hatesthe Sex. 


Heart. So I bate Phyfſick too—— yet I may love to take it for my 
Health. | 


Bell. 


EF] 


Bell. Wil come off George, if at any time you ſhould he taken ſtraying. 

Sharp, He has need of fach an excuſe, conlidering the preſent ſtate of 
his Body. 

Heart, How 4 c e2 mean ! 

Shavy. Why, if Whoring _ purging (as you call it) then I may {ay Mar- 
riage is ene: ing into 2 courle of Phylick. 

Bell. How Gerrge, Cos rhe Wind blow there ? 

Heart. it will :s {oon blow North and by South— marry quotha ! Thope” 
in Heaven | hare a greater Portion of Grace, and I think I have baired 
00 Many of thoſe Traps, to b2 caught in one my lelf. 

Bell. Who the Dzvil would have thee? unle6 were an Ovſter-woman; 
to propagate young Fry tor B:l/;mgſgate —— thy Talzne will never re- 
commend thee to any thing of UW Quality. 

Hear:. My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking truth, which I dow't expect 
ſhoulQ ever :ecommend me to People of Qualicy—1I thank Heaven, I have 
very honeſtly purchas'd the hatred of all the great Families in Town. 

Shary. And you in return of Spleen hate them : Burt could you hopz 
to he receir'd into the Alliance of a Noble Family— 

Heart. No.I hone [ ſhall never merit that affliction — to be puniſh 
with a Witz of Birth— te a Stag of the firſt Head, and bear my Horns 
alofr, like one ot the lupportz rs ol my Wives Coat. S'death I would no: 
be a Cuckold to ere an liluitrious Whore in Enziand. 

Bell. What not to make your Family, Man! and provide for your 
Children ! 

Sharp. For her Chiidren, you mean. 

Heart. Av, there you've nick* cic— there's the Devil upon Devil —- 
Oh, the Pride and Joy of Heart *ewould bz to me, to have my Son ain! 
Hzir reſemble iuch a Duke—to have a flezring Coxcomb {coff an nd cry, 

Ir. your Son's mighty like Eis Grace, has lt fnule and air of's Face. 
Then, replies anotzer— metninks h2 has more of the Marquetis of fact a 
place, about his Noſe and Eyes; though a* has my Lord what dee-calls 
Mouth too a 'Little— Then | pur it oft as unconcern'd, come chuck the 
[Infant under the Chin, }, forc ce 2 Smile, and cry, Ay, the wy takes after his 
Mother's Relations-—— when the Devil and ſhe knows, *cis a littls Com- 
pound of the wo lo body of Nobility. 


Bell. 
Sharp. FL, na, na. 


Bell, Welt, bu George, I have one Queſtion to ask you=-—-- 
Heart. Pox, 1 have pt uled aw ay my tmg— I hope you are in no ha ts 
far an Aniwer— tor 1 than't tay now. | Lucking on has Wareh 


Bell. Nay, P7100 C Geurpe 
Heart. No, betidzs my Buſineſs, I f:e a Fool coming this way, Adier, 
| Ex; 
Mn » 


Be [ / 


(8) 
Bei, What do's he mean? Oh here he comes, ſtant} cloſe, I 'em paſs. 
; Sir Joteph Wittall ard Capr. Bluite, cro/s rhe Stage. 

Sharn. "That, in the tam2 of Wonder, 1s it * . 

B:J. Why a Fool. 

Sharp. Is a tawdry Outide. 

Bell, And a very bee z21v Lining—- yet he may be warth your ac- 
quaintancc— a lice o; tay Caymiltry, Tem, may cxtrat Gold trom tha: 


Shar», Say you {or faith I am as poor as a Chymitt, and would be as 
induſi;ious. But wit was he that follow'd him? is not he a Dragon 
that watches taofe Golden Pippins ? 

B:i], Tiang him, no, ae a Dragon : it h2 be fs a very p2aceful one, I 

& 


hd 
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can enfure his Anger dormant; or ſhould he ſeem to route, 'tis bur well 
laſhing him, and he will fleep like a Top. 

Sherp. Ay, is te of that Kidney 7 

B:!l. Yer is accord by that Piggot Sir Joſeph 1Wittall, as the Image of 
Valour: He calls him his Back, and inized they are never afunder =—— 
yet laſt night, I know not by what miſchance, the Knight was alone, and 
had fallen into the Hands of ſome Night-walkers, who I ſuppoſe would 
have pillag'd him; Buc ll chanc'd-to come by and reſcued him, though ] 
believe he was heartily frightned, for as foon as ever he was looſe, he ran 
away, without ſtaying to fee who help'd him. 

Sharp. Is that Bully of his in the Army ? 

Bell. No, but is a pretender, and wears the Habit of a Soldier, which now 
a-Jays as often cloaks Cowarvice, as a Black Gown does Atheiſm— You 
muſt know he has been ab:oad— went purely to run away from a Cam- 
pagne ; enrich'd himſelf with the plunder of a tzw Oaths,— and here 
vents *em againſt the General, who ſighting Men of Meric, and prefer- 
ring only choſe oeflincerelt, has made him quit the Service. 

Sharp, Wherein, no doubt, he magnitizs his own pertormance. 

Bell. Speaks Miracles, is the Drum to his own praiſz—the only imple- 
ment of a Soldier he re{emnies, !ike nat, E2ing tull of bluſt:ing noif2 and 
emptinels— 

Sharp. And like that, of no. uſe but to be beaten, 

Bc!l, Right, bur then the compariion breaks, tor ks will-take a drub- 
bing with as little noiſe as a Pulpit Cuſhion. 

©-ar>, His Name, and I have done. 

Bell. Why that, to pals it current too, he has gvilded with a Title ; h2 
35 Call, Capt. Bluffe. 

Sharp. Well, Fil endeavour his acquaintance——— you freer another 
Courts, ars bound, 

For Love's Iſland : 1, for the Golden Coaſt. 
Aay each ſucceed in what ke wiſhes moſt, [ Exennt. 
ACT 
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ACT UI. SCENE TL. 
Sir Joleph Wittoll, Sharper following. 


Sharp. nr” that's he and alone. 

Sir Fo. Um— Ay-this, this is the very damn'd place z the 
inhumane Cannibals , the bloody-minded Villains would have Butcher'd 
me laſt night - No doubt, they would have flead me alive, have ſo! 
my Skin, and devour'd my Members. 

Sharp. How's this! 

Sir fo. Anit hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as came by and frightn'd 
'©m away — but agad I durſt not ſtay to give him thanks, 

Sharp. -This muſt be Belmour he means — ha ! I have a thought— 

Sir Jo. Zooks, would the Captainwould come; the very remembrance 
makes me quake ; agad [ ſhall never be reconciled to this place heartily. 

Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where I am at worſt, now luck !— 
curs'd fortune ! this muit be the place, this damn'd unlucky place 

Sir Jo. Agad and ſo *tis—-why here has been more miſchief done I 
perceive. 

Sharp. No, "«is gone, *tis loſt—ten thouſand Devils on that chance 
which drew me hither ; ay here, juſt here, this ſpot to me is Hel]; no- 
thing to be found, but the deſpair of what i've loſt. 

( Looking about as in ſearch. 

Sir Jo. Poor Gentleman—5y the Lord Harry lie ſtay no longer, for 
| have tonnd troo— 

Sharp Ha! who's that has found ? what have you found ? reſtore it 
Quickly, or by — 

Sir Jo. Not 1 Si7,not I, as I've a Soul tobe ſav'd,1 have found nothing but 
v;hat has been to my loſs, as | may ſay, and as von were ſaving Sir. 

Sharp. O your Servant Sir, you are ſafe then ir feems ; *tis an iii Wind 
that blows nobody good : well, you may rejojce over my 1il fortuae, ſince 
it pay'd the price of your ranſome. 

Sir Fo. I rejoyce ! agad not I Sir ; Ime ſorry for your loſs, with all 
my Heart, Blood and Guts Sir z and if you did bat know me, you'd 
nere ſay I were ſo ill natur'd. 

Sharp. Know you ! why can you be ſo ungratefu!, to forget me ! 

Sir Jo. O Lord forget him / No no Sir, I dow forget you -—becauſe 1 
never ſaw your face before, agad. Ha, ha, ha. 

GC 
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Sharp. How ! (Angrily 

Sir Jo. Stay, ſtay Sir, let me recolle&—— He's a damn'd angry Fellow— 
1 believe I had better remember him, till I can get out of his ſight ; but 
out o? ſight out o* mind, egad. (Aſide. 

Sharp. Methovght ihe Service I did you laſt Night, Sir. in preſerving 
yon from thoſe Rufftians, might have taken better root in your ſhallow 
Memory. 

Sir Jo. Gads- D:ggers-Felts Blades-and- Scabbarrls, this is the very 
Gentleman ! How ſhall I make him a Return ſuitable to the greatneſs of his 
Merit-—lI had a pretty thing to that purpoſe, if he han't frighted it our 
of my Memory. Hem ! hem! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively implore your Par- 
don for my tranſgreſſion of Ingratitude and Omiſſion ; having my intire 
dependance, Sir, upon the ſuperfiuity of your Goodneſs, which, like an 
innundation will, I hope, totally imimerge the recollection of my Error, 
and leave me floating in your ſight, upon the full-blown Bladders of Re- 
pentance——By tke help of which, I ſhall once more hope to ſwim into 
your favour. ( Bows, 

Sharp, So——h, O Sir, I am eaſily pacify'd, the Ackowledgment of 
a Gentlman—— 

Sir Fo. Acknowledgment ! Sir, Iamail over Acknowledgment, and will 
not ſtick to ſhew it inthe greateſt extremity, by Night or by Day, in 
Sickneſs or in Health, Winter or Summer, all Seaſons and Occaſions 
ſhall teſtific the Reality and Gratitude of your ſuperabundant humble Ser- 
vant, Sir Fojeph Wittoll, Knight. Hem ! hem! 

Sharp. Sir Joſeph W:rto'l ! 

Sir J9. The ſame, Sir, of Witroll-hall in Comitats- Bucks, 

Sharp. Is it pollible ! Then am happy to have obliged the Mirror of 
Knighthood and Pink of Courteſie in the Age, let me embrace you, 

Sir Jo. O Lord Sir ! 

Sharp. My Loſs, 1 eſtcem as a Trifle repay'd with intereſt, ſince it has 
purchaſed me the Friendſhip and Acquaintance of the Perſon in the 
World, whoſe CharzQter 1 admire. ; 

Sir Jo. You are only pleas'd to ſ:y fo, Sir —But pray, if 1 may be ſo 
bold, wazt is that Loſs yon meation ? 

Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scufile, laſt Night, 1 only 
dzopt. a Bill of a hundred Pound, which, 1 confcis, 1 came half deſpairing 
to recover ; but Thanks to my better Fortune 

Sir Jo. You have found-ir, Sir, then it ſeems; I profeis I'm heartily 
alad 
2 Sharp. Sir, your humble Servant—1 don't queſtion but you are; that 
you have ſo cheap an opportunity of expreſling your Gratiude and Gene- 
zolity. Since the refunding fo trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you, and 
doubly engage me, 


Sir. J9. 
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Sir Fo. What a dickens does he mean by a trivial Sum (aſede.) But ban's 
you found it, Sir ? 

Sharp. No otherwiſe I vow to Gad but in my hopes in you, Sir, 

Sir Fo. Humph. 

Sharp. But that's ſufficient——"T were Injuſtice to deubt the honour of 
Sir Fo. Wittol. 

Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir, 

Sharp. You are aboye (Pm ſure) a Thought ſo low, to ſuffer me to 
toſe what was ventured in your Service z nay, *twas in a manner——Paid 
down for your Deliverance ; *twas ſo much lent you—And you ſcorn, I'll 
{2y that for you 

Sir Fe, Nay I'll ſay that for my ſelf (with your leave Sir) I do ſcore a 
cirty Thing. But agad ma little out of Pocket at preſent. 

Sharp. P'ſhaw, you can't want a hundred Pound, _ Your Word is ſuffi- 
cient any where: *Tis but borrowing ſo much Dirt, you have large Acres 
and can ſoon repay it Mony is but Dirt, Sir Joſeph— Mere Dirr. 

Sir Jo. But / profeſs, it is a Dirt ] have waſhed my Hands of at preſent ; 
] ave laid it all out upon my Back. 

Sharp. Are you ſoextravagant in Cloaths, Sir Joſeph ? 

Sir Jo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt, / profeſs, Ha, ha, ha, a very 
g00d Jelt, and 7did not know that I had ſaid it, and that is a better Jeſt 
than t'other: ?Tis a ſign you and I h2?n*c been long acquainted z you have 
loſt a good Jeſt for want of knowing me-—1 only mean a Friend of mine 
whom I call my Back ; he ſticks as cloſe to me, and follows me through 
al} dangers —he is indeed Back, Brealt and Headpiece as it were to me 
-—agad he's a brave Fellow —Payh, 1 am quite another thing, when 1 
am with him : I don'c fear the Devil ( God bleſs us) almoſt if he be by. 
Ah—— had he been with me laſt night — 

Sh.zrp, If he had Sir, what then? hecould have done no more, nor per- 
haps have ſuffer'd ſo much—had he a hundred Pound to loſe? ( Angrily. 

Sir Jo. O lord Sir by no means (but I might have ſav'd a hundred 
Pourid ) I meant innocently as I hope to be ſav'd Sir (a damn'd hot Fel- 
low) onlyas I was ſaying, Llet him have all my ready Mony to redeem 
his great Sword from Limbo But Sir | havea Letter of Credit to Al- 
derman Fendlewife, as far as two hundred Pound, and this Afternoon you 
ſhallſee I am a Perſon, ſach aone as you would wiſh to have met with. 

Sharp. That you are lle be ſworn (aſide) Why that's great and like your 
ſelf. 


Emer Bluſe. 


Sir. Jo. Oh here a comes—Ah my HeCftor of Trey , welcome my 
Eully, my Back z agad my heart hes gone a pir pz for thee, 
G3 Bluff, 
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Bluff. How how, my young Knight ? Not for fear I hope; he that knows 


me muſt be a ſtranger to fear. 

Sir Jo, Nay agad [ hate fear ever ſince I had like to have dy'd of a fright, 
But —- 

Bluff. But? Look you here Boy, here's your antidote,here's your Jeſuits 
Powder for a ſhzking fit——Burt who haſt thou got with thee, is he of 
mettle ? , . ( Laying his Hand upon his Sword, 

Sir Jo. Ay Bully, a Deviliſh ſmart Fellow, ?a will fight like a Cock. 

Bluff. Say you ſo? then I honour him-—But has he been abroad ? 
for every Cock will fight upon his own Dunghll. 

Sir J», I don't know, but I'le preſent you—— 

Bluff. Vie recommend my ſelt——Sir I honour you ;, I underſtand you 
_ Fighting, I reverence a Man that loves Fighting, Sir I Kiſs your 
Hilts. 

Sharp. Sir your Sery-nt, but you are mizinform'd, for unleſs it be to 
ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Joſeph here, my Country, or my Religi- 
on, or in ſome very Juſtifable Cauſe, I'me not for it. 

Bluff. O Lord I beg your pardon Sir, I find you are not of my Pallat, 
you can't reliſh a Diſh of Fighting without Sweet Sawce., Nowl think— 
Fighting, for Fighting ſake's ſufficient Cauſe ; Fighting, to me's Religi- 
on and the Laws. 

Sir Jo. Ah, well ſaid my Hero; was not that great, Sir ? by the Lord- 
Harry he ſays true; Fighting, is Meat, Drink and Cloth to him. But 
Back, this Gentleman is one of the beſt Friends I have in the World and 
ſaved my Life laſt Night You know I told you. 

Bluff. Ay ! Then I honour him again—Sir may I crave your name ? 

Sharp. Ay Sir, my name's Sharper. 

Sir ſo. Pray Mr. Sharper Embrace my Back very well By the 
Lord Harry Mr. Sharper he's as brave a Fellow as Carnibal, are not you 
Bully—Back ? 

Sharp. Hannibal I believe you mean Sir Joſeph. 

Bluff. Undoubted!y he did Sir ; faith Fanmbal was a very pretty Fellow 
——but Sir Joſeph, compariſons are odtous — Hanrn:bil was a very pretty 
Fellow in thoſe Days, it muſt be granted— Bur Alas Sir / were he alive 
now, he would be nothing, Nothing in the Earth. 

Sharp. How Sir ! 7 make a Coabt, if there be at this Day a greater 
Seneral Breathing, 

Bluff. Oi excule me Sir; have you ſerv'd a broad Sir ? 

Sharp. Not I really Sir. 

Biff. Oh 1 thought ſo ——Why then you can kno nothing Sir: I'me 
afraid you ſcarce know the Hiſtory of the Late War in Flanders, with 
W its particulars, 

Sharp. Not 1, Sir, nv more tian publick Letters, or Gazrtz's tell us. , 
Blu ; 
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Bluff. Gazette! Why there again now—Why, Sir, there are not three 
words of Truth, the Year round, put into the Gazette——PVl] tell you a 
ſtrange thing now as to that You muait know, Sir, I was reſident in 
Flanders the laſt Campagn, had a ſinall Poſt there; but no matter for 
that—Perhaps, Sir, there was: ſcarce any thing of moment doae but an 
humble Servant of yours, that ſhall be nameleſs, was an Eye-witneſs of — 
I won't ſay had the greateſt ſhare in't. Tho' I might ſay that 400, ſince 1 
name no Body you krow-— Well, Mr. Sharper, woyld you think it ? In zl] 
this time—as [| hope for a Truncheon—this raſc+!ly Gazette-writer never 
ſo much as once mention'd me—Not once by the Wars——Took no more 
notice, than as if Vol. Bluffe had not been ia the Land oi the Living, 

Sharp. Strange ! 

Sir Jo. Yet by the Lord Harry "tis true Mr. Sharper, for I went every 
day to Coffee-houſes toread the Gazette my ſelf. > 

Bluff, Ay, yy no matter You ſee Mr. Sharper after all I am con- 


tent to retire Live a private Perſon Scipio and others have 
done It. 
Sharp, Impudent Rogue. ( Aſide, 


Sir Fo. Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours 
in for*t he might be made General himſelf yet. 

Blff. Oh fy, no Sir Fo/eph—You know l hate this. 

Sir Fo. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how you eat fire once out 
of the mouth of a Canoa-—agad hedid ; thoſe impenetrable Whiskers 
of his have confronted Flames 

Bluff. D*ath, what do you mean Sir Joſeph ? 

Sir Jo. Look you now, | tell you he's fo modeſt he'l own nothing. 

Bluf. Piſh you have put me out, I have forgot what I was about. Pray 
hold'your Tongue, and give me leave. (Averily, 

Sir Jo. 1 am dumb. 

Bluff. Tais Sword I think I was telling you of Mr. Sharper This 
Sword il maintain to be the beſt Divine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſc 
in Europe; it ſhall decide a Controverſie or ſplit a Cauſe— 

Str Fo. Nay, now I muſt ipeak it will ſplit a Hair by the Lord Harry, 
I have ſeen it. 

Bluff. Zoons Sir, it's a Lie, you have not ſcen it, nor thant fee it ; 
Sir 1 ſay you can't ſee 5 what de'e ſay to that now ? 

Sir Jo, lam blird. | 

Biuf7. Dcath, had any other Man interrupted me———- 

Sir Fo, Gnod Mir. Shurper ſpeak to him ; 1 dare not iook Liiat way. 

Sharp. Czpt:in, Sir Fe/cp4's penitent. 

Bluff. © | am calm Sir, calm 2s a diſcharg'd Culverin——But 'rwas in- 
diſcreet, wien you know what will provoxe me—— Nay come Sic Joc p', 
You know iny Heat s ſoon over, 


Agad if he would put 


Cn 
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Sir 70, Well I am a Fool ſometimes —But I am ſorry. 

Bluff. Enough. 

Sir Jo. Come we'll go take a Glaſs to drown Animoſities, Mr, Sharper 
will you partake ? 

Sharp. | wait on you, Sir ; nay pray Captain You are Sir Joſeph's 
Back. (Exeunt, 

SCENE Charges ro Lodgings. 


Enter Araminta, Belinda. 


Belin. Ah! nay Dear——prithce good, Gear ſweet Couſin no more. Oh 
Gc<d, I {wear you'd make cne ſick to hear you. 

Aram, Bleſs me ! what have I ſaid to move you thus ? 

Bilin. Oh you have raved, talted idly, end all in Commendetion of 
that filthy, awkard, two-leg'd Creature, Man—youdon't know what you 
faid, your Fever has tranſported you. 

Aram, If Love be the Fever which you mean; kind Heaven avert the 
Cure : Let me have Oyl to feed that Flame and never let it be extinct, till 
2 my ſelf am Aſhes. 

Belin. There was a Whine——O Gad I hate your horrid Fancy —— 
This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in Love is to be poſleſs'd - 
*Tis in the Head, the Heart, the Blood, the——— All over O Gad 
you are quite ſpoiP@&—— 1 {hall loath the ſight of Mankind for your 
ſake. 

Aram Fie, this is groſs Aﬀe&tation 
would charge the Scene. 

Beliz, Filthy Fellow ! I wonder Coulin—— 

Aram. 1] wonder Couſin you ſhould imagine, I Con't perceive you love 
him. | 

Belin. © 1 love your hideous Fancy ! Ha, ha, ha. love a Man ! 

Ar:m. Lovea Man ! Yes, you would not love a Beaſt. 

Beljn. Of «11 Beaſts not an Aſs— Which ts ſo like yout Vairlove—— 
Lard 1 have ſcen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ea, ha, ha, (you muſt pardon 
me 1 can't help Laughing) that an abſolute Lover would have concluded 
the poor Creature to have h:d Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all 
that 1a bis Breaſt, Araminta, come [I'll t:1k ſeriouily to yon now , could 
you but {2 with my Eyes, the buitoonry of one Scene of Ad:!refc, a Lover, 
fer our w'.': £1i his Equipage and Appurtenances; O Gad ! ſme you 
v ovid——tvt you play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee the Miſcar- 

i19cs oby19us to every Stander by. 

Aram. Yes, yes, 1 can ſee ſomething near it when you and Bellmour 
mect. You don't knov? that you dreamt of Bellmour laſt Night, and calld 
kim aloud 12 your Sleep. 


A little of Bellmour's Company 


Belin, 
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Belin. *Piſh, I can't helpdreaming of the Devil ſometimes ; would you 
from thence infer I love him ? 

Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your Arms when you 
named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom Sure if I had not pinch'd 
you till you wak'd, you bad ſtifled me with Kifſles, 

Belin. O barbarous Aſperſion ! 

Aram, No Aiperſior, Coulin, we are alone——Nay, I can tel} you more. 

Belin, | deny It ll. 

Aram, What, before you hear it ? 

Belin. My Denyal is premeditated like your Malice Lard, Couſin, 
you talk odly W hat ever the Matter is, O my Sol, I'm afraid you'l 
tollow evil Courſes. 

Aram. He, ha, ha, this is plezſant. 

Belin. You may laugh, but 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 

Belin. You think the malicious Grinn becofhes you—— The Devil take 
Bellmour Why do you tell me of him ? 

Aram. Oh is it come out—Now ycu are angry,l am ſure you love him, 
I tell no Body elſe Couſin— 1 have not betray'd you yet. 

Belin. Prithce tel) it all the World, it's falſe. Berry. (Calle, 

Aram, Cem: then, Kiſs and Friends. 

Belin. Piſh. 

Aram, Prithece don't be ſo Peevilh. 

Belin. Prithee don't be io Impertinent, 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha, 


Enter Betty, 


Betty, Did your Lzdy ſhip, call Madam ? 

B{l:n, Get my Bocds and Tipper, ard bid the Feotman call a Chair, 
(Exit Betty, 

Aram. 1 hope you are not going out in dudgeon, Couſin. 


Enter Footman, 

Frot, MacGam, there are— 

Bilin, Is there a Chair ? 

For, No, Vadim, there are Mr. bcllmour and Mr. Fainlove to wait upca 
your Lid ſhip. 

Aram Ate they below ? 

Fect, No, Matiam, they ſent before, to know if you were 2t home, 

Bel;in The Viſlit's to yon, Coulin, I ſupnoſe I am at my literty, 

Ar.im. Px redy to ſhew ?em up. (Ex:* Fontman, 
I can't tcl], Couſin, | believe we are cqually concern'd : Znt if you con- 
tinue your Humour, it won't be ycry entertaining, (I know fae'd 


fain be perſuaded to ſtay, (ſide. Relin 
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Belin. '1 ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to the full arc free enjoyment 
of that Converſation you admire. 


Enter Betty, with Hoods and Looking-glafs. 


Belin. Let me ſee ; hold the Glaſs—Lard I look wretchedly to day. 

Aran, Betty, why don't you help my Coulin? (Putting on her Hoods. 

Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and ſec that he gets a Chair with a high 
Roof, or avery low Seat—Stay, Come back here you Mrs. Fidget 
You are ſo ready to go to the Footman —— Here, take 'em all again, my 


Mind's chang'd, I won't go. (Exit Betty with the Things. 
Aram. So, this I expeted-—You won't oblige me then, Coulin, and 
let me have all the Company to my ſelf ? -M 


Belin, No; upon deliberation, I haye too much Charity to truſt you 
to your-ſelf. The Devil watches all opportunities; and in this favour- 
able diſpoſition of your Mind, Heav'n knows how far you may be tempted : 
1 am tender of your Reputation. 

Aram, 1 am oblig'd to you—But who's malicious now, Belinda ? 

Zelin, Not I ; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure Aﬀ/eCtion, - 

Aram. In my Conſciencel believe you. 


Enter Bellmour, Vainlove. 


Bell. So Fortune be prais'd ! To find you both within, Ladies, i1—— 

Aram, No Miracle, I hope. 

Bell. Not o? your lide, Madam, I confeſs— But my Tyrant there and 
{, are two Buckets that can never come together. a 

Belin. Nor are ever like Yet we often meet and claſh. 

B-l!l. How never like! marry Hymen forbid. Bur this it is to run {o 
extravagantly in Debt; 1 have laid out ſuch a world cf Love in your Ser- 
vice, that you think you can never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for 
the {ime reaſou that you would a Dun. 

B:lin, Ay, on my Conſcience, and the moſt impertinert and trouble- 
ſome of Duns A Dun for Mony will be quiet, when he ſees his Debtor 
has not wherewithaj- But a Dua for Love is an eternal Torment that 
never re{ts 

Bll, Till he has created Love where there was none, and then pets it 
for his pains, For importunity in Love, like importunity at Court 3 
fiſt creates its own Iaterelt, and then purſues it for the Favour. - 

Aram. Favours that are got by Impudence and Importuaity., are like 
Dilcoveries from the Rack, when the atilited Perſon, for his eaſe, ſome- 
times conteſles Secrets his Heart knows nothing of. 

ain, 1] ſhould rather think Fayours, ſo gain'd, to bedue Rewards to 


Il- 


| Flames and Stuff 
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For as Love is a Dcirt 


indefatigable Devotion 
by Prayer. 


Belin. O Gad, would you would all pray to Love ther 


Pain. Youare the emples of Love, and *cis ti: 0 _—_ 
on muſt be convey'd. 


Aram. Rather poor filly 3 Idols of your own m2king, which, 
leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſet up new —E£ 
changes his Miſtreſs and his Religion, as his Humour 


Intercit, 
Pain. O, Maidanm-—m- =-— 


Aram. Nay, come, I find we are growing ſerious, and 
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or his 
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great danger of being dull——lt my Mutick-Maſter be no: Sm Fit et- 
tertain you wich a new Song, which comes pretty near my own Opt ajc fy 


of Love and your Sex-— Who's there : 


Enter Footman. 
Is Mr. Gawt gone ? 
Feit. Oaly to the next Door, Madam: Illcali tm. 
Be!l, Why you wont hear me with Patience, 
Aram, Whar's the matter, Coulin 2 
Be!!. Nothing, Madam, only ——— 


Bzlin, Prichee hold thy Torgue——Lard, he his ſo pelter'd 
I think I ſhan t endure the fight of a 


Twelremonth. 
Bell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 


Bel/in. O Gad, I hate your hideous Fancy—Y ou fais — once 
© be with vanety 
Fil not Near 0 


[ bulzec 


If you muſt calk impertinently, tor Heav'ns fake le: 
Don't come —_— like the Devil, wrapt in Flames- 


Sentence more that begins wich an, I burn Or an, 


Madam. 


Bell. But tell me how you would be ador'd-—I am very 


Belin. Then know I would be ador'd in S:icnc}. 


Be!]. Humph, I chougiht ſo, that you mig! at have all t 
felf—Y ou lad better let m2 loeak; 107 it my Thougnts fi) 


[ (ha}l make viilainous Signs. 


L 


dl 
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me with 


Fire this 
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B:/in. What will you get by thit? tro make fuc!: Signs as I won't, 


underitand. 
B-/!. Ay, but if Pm Tonguz-ty'd, I maſthave 241 my 
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Aram. O lam glad wi fil hwga So2g wt oulive:the Di 


oblig2 us with the laſt now Seng, D 


Quicken your Appret: alion—And | }-3ad ict m2 t-1 you 
To 


(18) 
$ O N G. 
I. 


Thus to a ripe, conſenting Maid, 
Pocr old, repenting Delia /aid, 
Wouid you long preſerve your Lover < 
Weuld you ſtill 3is Goddeſs reign * 
Newer let him all diſcover, 
Never lit him much obtain. 


I. 


Men will admire, adore and die, 
While wiſhing at your Feet they lie ; 
But admitting their Embraces, 
Wakes *em from the Go:den Dr eam: 
Nothing's new beſides our Faces. 
Every Woman is the ſame. 


Aram. So, how de'e like the Song, Gentlemen ? | 

Bell. Overy well perform'd But I dow't much admire the Words, 

Aram, I expected it—there*s roo much T:th in em : It Mr. Gavet will 
walk with us into the Garden, we'll have it once again—— You may like 
it better at ſecond hearing. You'll bring my Couſin. 

B://. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'll make Signs. 

| Addreſſes Beligda in dumb ſhew. 

Belin. O fogh,your dumb Rhetorick is more ridiculous, than your talking 
Impertinence 3as an Ape is a much more troublefom Animal thana Parrot. 

Aram. Ay, Coulin, and *ts a ſign the Creatures mimick Nature well, 
for there are few Mzn, but do more filly things than they ſay. 

Bei]. VVel!, I find my Apiſhneſs has paid che Ranſom for my Speech, 
and ſet it at liberty Tho' I conteſs, I could be well enough pleasd 
to drive on a Love-bargain, in that iilent manner 'Iwould fave Nan 
a world of lying and ſwearing at the Years end. Beſides, 1 have had a 
Ltcle Experience, that brings co my mind — 


WWicn Wit axd Reaſon both bave fail d to mee; 
Kind Looks and Attions (from Succels ) do prove, 
Ev'n Since mey be eloquent in Love. L EXEUNE Orane:. 


AGE 
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ACT IL SCENE. I Te 


Silvia and Lucy. 
ILL a' not come then ? 
Lucy. Yes, ves, come, I warrant him, it you will go in 
and be ready to receive him. 

Siiv. Why did you not tell me ? Whom mean you ? 

Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell, 

$ikv. Sznfeleſs Creature, I meant my Vam!lcve. 

Lucy. You may as ſoon hope to recover your own Maidenhead, as his 
Love. Therefore e'n fet your Here at reit, and in the name of Oppor- 
cunity mind your own Buſine!s. Strike, Heartwel! home, betore the Bait's 
worn oft the Hook, Age will come 3 he nibvled fairly yeſterday, and nc 
doubt will be eiger enough to day, to iwallow the Tempration. 

$:/y, Well, fince there's no remedy —- Yet tell me-— for I would 
know, though to the anguiſh of my Soul ; how did he retufe? Tell me— 
how did he receive my L eter, in Anger or in Scorn ? 

Lucy. Neither but what was ten times worſe, wicth damn'd, ſenſleſs 
indifference. By this Light I would have ſpit in his Face— Receive it ! 
why he receiv'd it,as I would one of your Lovers that ſhould come empry- 
handed ; as a Court-Lord does his Mercer's-Bill, or a begging Dedica- 
con 5 a* receiv] it, as it t had been a Letter from his Wite. 

Silv. What, did he not read it 7 q 

Lucy. Hum'd it over, give you hits ReſpeRs, and izid, he would take 
time to peruſe it—— Bur then he was in haſte, 

Siltv. Reſp:&s, and peruſe it ! He's gone, and Aramints has betwicch'd 
him trom me— O how the name of Rival fires my Bload— I could curts 
'em both; eternal Jealouſic attend her Love; and Diſappointment meet 
his Luſt. Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has caufd— Methinks 
i fezl the Woman ſtrong within me, and Vengeance itches in the room 
of Love. 

Lacy. I have that in my Head may make Miſchie:. 

$i/v. How, dear Lucy ? 

Lucy. You know Aramzintar's diſſembled Coineis i:25 won, aud leeps 
him hcrs 

$i/y. Couli] we perſuade him, that ſhe loves another | 

Lucjz. No, yoiu'rc-our; could we perfuade hin, that ſhe doats ©n him, 
himſelt— Contrive @ kind Letter, as from ber, 'wonld difguſt his Nice: 
ty, and take away his Stomach. 

Silv, Impoſſible, "twill never tas. 


Sily. 


et 
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Lucy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone— I will inform my ſeir 
of what-paſt between 'em to Day, and abou: ic ſtreight — Hold, Fm 
miſtaken, or that's Hearrwell, who ſtands talking at the corner— tis 
he— Go get you in, Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up your Face in 
Innocence and Smiles; and difſemble the very want of Dititmulation — 
You know what will take him. 

Saiv. ?Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it 15 to conceal ic 3 but I'll do 
my weak Endeavour, though | tear I have no Art. 


Lucy, Hang Arc, Madam, and truſt to Nature tor Diſlembling. 


Man, was by Nature Womans Cully made : 
We never are, but by our ſelves betray d. | Exeunt, 


Enter Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour follg2ving, 


Bel], Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heart22e/! going to Siwia ? 

Vam, He's talking to himſclt, I think ; prichee lets try if we can hea; 
him. ; 

Heart, Why whither in the Devil's name am I going now ? Hum—— 

2t ine think— Is not this S:lvia's Houſe, the Cave of that Enctantrefs, 
and which conſequently I ought to ſhun, as I would Infetion ? To enter 
here, is to put on the envenom'd Shirt, to run into the Embraces of a 
Fever, and in ſome raving fic, be led to plunge my lf into that more 
conſuming Fire, a Womans Arms. Ila ! well recolleted, I will recover 
my Reaſon and be gone. 

Be!!, Now Venmws torbid ! Pain. Huſt 

Heart, Well, why Co you not more ? Feet do your Office— Not one 
I1chs no, *fore God I'm caughr—— There ſtanus my North, and thi- 
cher my Needle points--— Now could 1 curls my felt, yet cannot re- 
pznt. O thou delicious, dami'd, dear, deſtructive Woman ! *>death, 
bow the young Fellows will hoot me ! 1 ſhall be che Jeſt of che Town ; 
Nav, in two Days, I expect to be chronicled in Ditty, and fung in wo- 
ful Ballad, co the "Tune of the Superanuared Maidens Comfort, or, the 
Batchzllor's Fa!! ; and apon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Lffigie, paſted 
up for the exemplary Ornament of neceilary Houfes and Covers 
valls - Death, I ca:r'c chinx on't— Ill run into the danger to laote 
the apprehention. { Gees im. 

B:{l. A very certain Remedy, probatum eff —— Ha, ha, hz, poor George, 
hou art th right, thou hatft ſold thy felr to Laughter ; the il-nacur'd 
Town will find the Jeſt jut where thou haſt loft ic. Ha, ha, how a' 
itrugoled, like an old Lawyer, berween wo Fees. 
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Yan. Or a young Wench, berwixt Pleature anc Reputation. 


= 


B:!!. Or, 5s you did to Gay, when halt afraid you fnactch'd 2 kils from 
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Vain. She has made a Quarrel one, 

Bell. Pauh, Women are only angry at ſuch Offences, to tave the plza- 
ſure of forgiving 'em. 

Vain, AndT love to havethe pleaſure of making my Peacz—I ſhould net 
eſtzem a Pardon if too eaitie won. : 

Bell. Thou doit not know what thou would be atzwherher thou woulltk 
have her angry or pleas d. Couldſt thon be content to miacry Aramis | 

Vain, Could you bs content to goto Heaven 2 ; 

Be//. Hum ; nor immediately, in my Conlcience not heartily ; I'd Ce 
a little more good 1n my Generation tirſt, in order to delerye ir, 

Vain, Nor leo marry Araminta till I merit her. 

Be{]. But how the D2vil doſt thou expect to ger her, if ſhe never vyie!.!: 

Vain. That's trug; but I would : 

Be:{. Marry her without her Conſent; thou'rta Riddle beyor..! Woman 


E ter Setter, 


Truſty Setter, what Tidings ? How goes the Project ? 
Sett. Asall lewd Projects do, Sir, where the Devil prevents 01: End2a- 


yours with Succels. Bei/. A gond hearing, Setter. 
Pain. Well, It cave you with your Engeneer. Exit, 


B:!!, And baſt thou provided Necellaries ? 

Sett, All, all, Sir 3 che large {anctified Hat, and the littl2 preciſe Band, 
with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloak, to cover carnal Knavery nor 
forgetting the black Parch, which Tribu/ation Spintext wears, as I'm ir;- 
torm'd, upon one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling Offences of his 
Youth 3 and fomn2 ſay wich that Eye he firſt diſcover'd the Frailty of his 
Wite. 

Bell. Well, in this Fanatick Father's Habit will 1 confeſs Lec:tis 

Sett, Ratner prepare her 10r Conteflion, Sir, by helping her co lin. 


C% 
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Bell, Bs at your Maſter's Lodging in the Eve:ming—l ſhall uſe the Robes, 

Exit Beil. 

Setr, I (hall, 1r—T wonder to which of chefs two Gentlemen £ do moſt 

properly appertain—Thie one uſes me as 15 Attendant; the other (beirg 

the better acquainted wits my Parts) erpioys m2 as a Pimp 3 Why thats 

much che more honouranls Employ me:t--0y all :ncans— 1tfollow one a5 
ty Maſter, buc the other follows me as iis Conductor, 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. There's the Hanz Dog his Man-—— I bad a power over lim in 
the Reign of my Miltreizz bur he is roo true a Valet de Chamtr: not to ats 
f;& his Maſter's Faults, and confcquently is rey olted from his Allegiance. 

8478, 
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E yn Undou tdly cis impoſſible to be a Pimp and not a Man of parts. 
132: 15, withoue being politick, « diligent, ſecret, wary, and foforth 
And to a! !lthis, Valiant as H-reu!e; That is, paſlively Valiamt, and 
activet; Qoauie wt Ah, Setter, what a Treaſure is here loſt tor want of 
—_ KNOW: 

Lucy. Here's ſom? Villany 2 2 foot h2's fo thoughtful ; may be I may dif: 
cover ſomething in my Maſque— Worthy Sir, a word with you, 
) Puts on ber Maſque. 
Setter. Why, if I were known, T mizht come to be a greac Man — 
Lucy. Not to intempt your Mcdirarion 
Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has procur'd his Greatneſs by 


4 Pimp! NZ. 
Lucy. Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for a Contempla- 


ae Soom. 
22tcr, Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt awakned me, fram 

my iream of Glory ? Speak thou vile Diſturber 

Lucy, Of thy m oft vile Cogitations - Thou poor, conceited 
Wrerch, kow, wer't thou valuing thy ſelf upon thy Maſter's Etnploj. 
ment # For he's the head Pi mp to Mr. Bel:»wcur. 

Setter, Good words, Damcl , or I ſhall « Buc how doſt they 
know my Maſter or me ? 

Lucy. Yes, I know both Maſter and Man to be—— 

Setter, To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough ; I often march jn 
the Rear of my Matter, and enter the Breaches which he has madz. 

Lucy, Ay. the Breach of Faith, which he has begun ; Thou Traycor 


to thy lawful Princeſs. 
eter. Why, how now | vrithe2 who art f Lay by that worldly Face 


and produce your natur. wil Vizor, 
Lucy. No, Sirrait, Vil keep ic on to abuſe fn and leave thee with 


hopes of Revenge. 
ztter, Oh ! 1 begin co ſinoak ve, thou art ſome forſaken 46:gail, w 
have dallied with h2retofo:2— And art come to tickle thy Imzginati jon 
with remembrance of Iniquity paſt. 
Lucy. No, t tho 01 Pirtul Clare! a of thy Maſter's ImperſeQions ; thou 
Maukin,made u> of the Shreds and Pairings of his fupertit ;ous Fopperies 


out 


w 


Setter, Thou: art thy Miſtreſles Joul felt, compoled of ter fy 17d Ini- 


quities and Cloathing. 
Lucy. Hang thee—BPeggars Curr —T! iy Maſtcz is but a M7 4mper inLore 


lies C anting at the Gat?, bur never daic prejume c to enter the [Jou's. 
Thou act the Wicket to thy Miſtreits Gate, to be opens for 

all comers. In fin, thou 2:t the high Road to thy Miltre!:, as a Clap 

is 20 the Fox. 

uc; Beall, filthy Toad, 1 can hoid no longer,look and tremble. | Unmasks. 


Scrzer, How, Mes. Lucy ! Lic. 
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Lacy, I wonder thou haſt the Impudercce to look me in the Face. 

Setter, *D'sbud, who's in fault, Miftre's, mine? who flung the firſt 
Stone ? who undervalued my Function ? and who the Devil could know 
you by inſtinct ? 

Lucy. Y ou could know my Office by initin&, and 5zhang'd, which you 
have flanderd moſt abominably. Ir vexes me not what you faid of 'my 
Perſon ; birt that my innocent Calling ſhould be expos's and fcanda- 
liz | cannot bear it. | Cries, 
S2tter, Ny faith, Lacy, Pm ſorry. I'll own my (lf co blame, though 
we were bonch ia fault as co our Offices-——Come, Pll make you aay re- 


Paratioi. Lucy. SWCar. 
Setter. I do ſwear to ctheutmolt ot my Power. 
nl not appear 


Set, To an{wer you as briefly—He has a cauls to be try'd in anothe; 
Court. | 
Lacy, Come tell me in plain Terms, now torward he is with 4rom:inte. 


Setter. Too tor:wvard to be trn'd back—Tho' he's a little im Dilerace ar 
. * @ {* "BY a . _- 4 «F » 
preſent about a Kiſs wich he forced. You and I can kiſs, Lucy, withous 


all that. Lncy. Stand oit—— He's a precious Jewcl. 
Setter. And therefore you'd have him to fet in your Ladics Locker. 
Lucy, Where is he now ! Settcr, He il vein the Pjazus preſently, 


Lucy.Reniember to days behaviour-Let me ſee you with a penicent face. 

Setter. What, no Token of Amity, Lucy? you and I dont uſe to part 
with dry Lips. 

L ucy. No, no, avaunt—T'l not be flabber'd and kils'd now——Pm nc: 

*?©tl* Humour, | Exit, 

Setter. I'll not quit you fo— I'll tollow and put you into the Humour. 

| Exit after her. 


Enter Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Bluffe. 


Blyff. And fo out of your unwonted Generolity _ 

Sir Fo. And good Nature, Back: I am good natur'd and I cair't help it. 
B/uf.\ ou lave given hima Note upon F.adiew:#2 ior a hundi 4 Pound 

Sir Fo. Ay, ay, poor [cllow, he ventur  iair for. 

E/uff. You have difobliy 4! me int——1or 1 have occaton tor the Mony, 


' 
ko $46 


ard it you would look me in the Face again anul:ve, go, and torce him to 
re-Celiver you the Note--g0--and bring it me tither- Fill Ray here tor ven. 
Sir Fo. You may ſtay ill tne day of Judgmenc then, by the Loid Hor; 
{ know better things than io be ri chrouga the Guts for a hiadred 
Puund—Why I gave that hundred Pound tor being fived, and oye chi: 
an there were no danger, VII bs fo ungretetui to taks it i: 9. Gentle 
man again? 
ns. TL Es 


_ \y7..'1 _— 7 | ' s $6n4 FP. ha ww wafes 
Bluif. Net, g0:0 tim tom me — ic um i 1ay Be mul rotung 


(24) 


or Bilbo's the word, and Slaughter will enſue— If he refuſe, tell him— 
But wiiſper that Tell him— Fl pink his Soul— but whiſper chat 
—_ to him, 

ir Fo. So.joitly, that he ſhall never hear on'c I warrant you—— Why, 
what a Devil's the matter, Pully, are you mad? Or de think I'm mad ? 
Agad tor my part, i don't love to be the Meſſenger of ill News ; 'tis an 

_ l Office So! te] him your felt. 

Bluff. By thets Hilts believe he fri ghned you into this compoſition ; 
I believe y you gave it him our of fear, pure > paultry fear —— contets. 

Sir Fo. 'N 0, no, hangs, I was not afraid nzither— Tho' I contels he did 
ina Manner ſnap me up—YetlT can't ſay that it was altogether out of fear, 
but partly to prevent miſchief—For he was a deviliſh cholerick Fellow : 
Ard it "my Choler had been up too, agad there would have been miſchiet 
Cone, that's flat. And yer [ believe it you had been by, I would as ſoon 
have let him ha had a hundr <d of my Teeth. Ad'(heart, it he ſhould come 
juſt row when Pm angry, 1 cell kim-— Mum, 


Enter giiarper, Bellmour. 


Beli, Thowit a lucky Rogue 3 there's your Benefactor, you ought to re- 
turn him Th anks now you have receiv'd the Favour. 
Sharp dir 7o/epþ——— Your Note was accepted, and the Money paid at 
fight: I'm come toreturn my Thanks 
dir 0. They won't be accepted fo readily as the Bill, Sir. ; 
. I doubt the Knight repents, Tem-—— He looks like the Kni ght ol 
tne yas Face. 
Sharp. This is a double Generoiry—Do mea kindneſs, and refuſe my 
Thanks-— Bt ut I hope you are nor offended thatT offer'd 'em. 
Sir Jo. May be 8 am, Sir; may be I am not, Sir; may be I am both,Sir : 
What then? { hope I may bs offended without any Off:nce to you Sir. 
St arp, Hey dar, Cape ain, what's the marter? you can toll. 
eff. Mr. Sharper, tne matter is plain—Sir Joſeph has found out your 
Irick, and Go2s not Care to be put upon, being a Man oi Honour, 
S2arp, Trick, Sir 2 
Sir Fo. Ay , I <1:,Sir, and wo'r be put npon Sir, being a Man of Ho- 


a 5,29 & = 5 P f , 
nc ur, Sir, 4431 2, O77 


Sharp. Heart e, Sir j 2, a word wita ye : con{:9=cation of lone 
Furcurs lately received, 1 would NO have you "ing your fit into a Pre» 
munite by guns © tau gn ofa Man there—Liat Pot gun clarg d 
wit Win 

= 01 Lo! d,, OLord, Caotain, come juſtiiic your ii—— 1} gies 


40 the foo > 1i v OU 41 ſt a1, ( [SS J-, 
I ; . . ? % 7 4 
Sharp, Nav tiien 64 be t £10r =aNG with Jou, take tizat- yy ' Coffs him. 
Ss - *1 c : 4/% y 
Sir Fs Capta ER ; Ou © E (1 by 5 Won't you pins I 15 yau! E.nif 
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Bluff. Huſht, 'tis not ſo convenient now—— 1 ſhall find a tiwe. 
Sharp. What do you mutter about a time, Raſcal—You were the In- 
.cendiary—— There's to put you in mind of your time A Memoran- 
dum. (Kicks bum, 
Bluff. O this is your time Sir, you had beſt make uſe on't. 
Sharp. | Gad and ſo | will : There's again for you. (Kicks him. 
Bluff. You are obliging Sir, but this is too publick a Place to thank-you 
in : But in your Ear, you are to be ſeen again. 
Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward and to be felt——As for Example. 
(Kicks him. 
Bell. Ha, hay ha, prithee come away , cis ſcandalous to kick this Puppy 
without a Man werecold, and had ro other way to get himſelf a heat. 
(Exit Bell, Sharp, 


Bluff. Yery well—Very fine——But 'tis no matter [s not this 
fine, Sir Foſeph ? 

Sir Jo. Indifferent, agad in wy opinion very indifferent——Pd rather ge 
plain all my Life, tban wear ſuch Finery, 

Bluff.Death and Hell to be affronted thus! 1'1 die before PI ſuffer it. (draws. 

Sir fo. O Lord his Anger was not raiſed before——Nay, dear Captain; 
don't be in Paſſion now, he's gone——Put up, put vp, dear Back, "tis your 
Sir Joſeph begs, come let me kiſs thee, foſo, put up, put up. 

Bluff. By Heav'n 'tis not to be put up. 

Sir. Jo, What, Bully ? Bluff. Th? Aﬀeront. 

Sir Jo. No agad no more 'tis, for that's put up already;zthy Sword | mean. 

Bluff, Well, Sir Joſeph, at your entreaty—But were not you my Friend ; 
Abus'd and Cuft'd and Kick'd. ( Putting up his Sword. 

Sir fo. Ay, ay, ſo were you too ; no matter, 'tis paſt. 

Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, "tis falſe—He ſucks not 
vital Air who dares affirm it to this Face. ( Looks big. 

Sir Fo, To that Face I grant you Captain—No, no, I grant you—-Not 
to that Face by the Lord Harry—1f yon had put on your fighting Face be- 
fore, you had done his Buſineſs—He durſt as ſoon have kiſs'd you, as 
kick*d you to your Face—But a Man can no more help what's done be- 
bind his Back, than what's ſaid—Come wee'l think no more of what's paſt, 

Bluff. Vil call a Council of War within to confider of my Revenge 
to come. ( Exxennt. 


2 SCENE 


(26) 
SCEN E Changes to Silvia's Lodgingt. 
Enter Heartwell, Silvia- 
S$ O N G. 


[. 


As Amoret and Thyrſis, lay - 
Melting the Hours, in gentle Play; 
Foining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 

And exchanging harmleſs Bliſſes : 

He trembling, cry'd, with eager haſte, 
Olet me feed as well as taſte, © 
I die, if Pm not wholly bleft. 


II. 


The fearful Nymph reply 4 —Forbear 
I cannot, dare not, muſt not hear : 
Deareſt Thyrſis, do not move me, 
Do not—do not—if yon Love me. 
O tet me—ſtill the Shepherd ſaid ; 

But while ſhe fond Reſiſtance made, © 
The baſty Foy, in ftrugling fled. 


III. 


Vex'd at the Pleaſure ſhe bad miſs d, 

She frown'd and bluſh d, then ſigh'd and liſa, 
And ſtem'd to moan, in ſullen Cooing, 

The ſad miſcarriage of their Wooing : 

But vain alas / were all her Charms ; 

For Thyrlis deaf to Loves allarms, 

Baffled and ſenſeleſs, tir'd ber Arms. 


After the Soug, a Dance of Anticks. 


$:1v. Indeed it is very fine—I1 could look upon 'em all day. 

Heart. Well, has this prevail'd for me, and will you look upon me ? 

Silv. If you could Sing and Dance ſo, I ſhould loye to look upon you. 
too, 


Heart. 
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Heert. Why 'twas I Sung and Danc'd I gave Muſick to the Voice, and 
Life to their Meaſures—Look you here Silvia, here are? Pulling out a Purſe 
Songs and Dances, Poetry and Muſick——hark ! how? and chinking it. 
ſweetly one Guinea rhymes to another —And how they dance to the Muſick 
of their own Chink. This buys all the 'tother—And this thou ſhalt have ; 
this, and all that I am worth for the purchaſe of thy Love—Say, is it mine 
then, ha ? Speak Syren—Oons why do 1 look on her ! Yet I muſt— Speak 
dear Angel, Devil, Saint, Witch ; do not rack me in ſuſpence. | 

Silv. Nay don't ſtare at me \o— You make me bluſh—1 cannot look. 

Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thon ! What am 1 come to? A Wo6- 
mans Toy ; at theſe years / Death, a bearded Baby for a Girl to dandle. 
O dotage, dotage! That ever that noble paſſion, L«##, ſhould ebb to 
this degree——No reflux of vigorous Rlood : But milky Love, ſupplies the 
empty Channels and prompts me to the ſoftneſs of a Child— A meer In- 
fant and would ſuck. Can you love me Silvia ? ſpeak. 

S:lv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed / am afraid to be- 
lieve you yet. 

Heart. Pox, how her Innocence tormentsand pleaſes me / Lying, Child, 
is indeed the Art of Love; and Men are generally Maſters in it: But /m 
ſo newly entred, you cannot diſtruſt me of any kill in the treacherous 
Myſtery— Now by my Soul, I cannot lie, though it were to ſerve a Friend 
or gain a Miſtreſs. 

Silv. Mult you lie then, if you ſay you Love me ? 

Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous Changelng—/ tell 
thee / do love thee, and tell it for a Truth, a naked Truth, which /am 
aſhamed to diſcover. 

Silv. But Love, they ſay, isa tender thing, that will ſmooth Frowns, 
and make calm an angry Face; will ſoften a rugged Temper, and make 
ill humoured People good : You look ready to fright one, and talk as if 
your Paſſion were not Love, but Anger. 

Heart. *Tis both; for 1 amangry with my ſelf, when [am pleaſed with 
you—-And a Pox upon me for loving thee ſo well—Yet I muſt on—'Tis 
a bearded Arrow, and will more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn back. 

Silv. Indeed if 1 were well aſſured you lov'd ; but how can / be well 
aſſured ? 

Heart. Take the Symptoms —And as all the Tyrants of thy Sex,if 
their Fools are not known by this Party-coloured Livery —/7/ am Melan- 
choly when thon art abſent ; look like aa Aſs when thou art preſent, Wake 
for you, when / ſhould Sleep, and even Dream of you, when [am Awake 
Sigh mnch, Drink little, Ear Icfs, court Solitude, am grown very enter- 
taining to my ſelf, and (as / am informed) very troubleſome to every- 
body elſe. 1f this be not Love, it 1s Matnefs, and then it is pardoniblc-— 
Nay a yet a more certain Sign than all this ; / givethee my Mony. bg 

E 3 y. 
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Silv, Ay, but that is no Sign, for they ſay, Gentlemen will give Mony 
to any naughty Woman to come to Bed to them—O Geminz, I hope you 
don't mean ſo For | won't bea Whore, 

Heart. The more 1s the pity. ( Aſide. 

$:{v. Nay if you would Marry me, you ſhould not come toBed to me— 
You have ſuch a Beard and would ſo prickle one. But do you intend to 
Marry me ?' z- ; 

Heart, That 2 Fool ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſtion! Death, I ſhall 
be drawn in, before I know where I am—However, 7 find / am pretty 
ſure of her conſent, if / am. put to it. (Aſide, 
Marry you ? no, no, *lllove you. 

Siwv, Nay, but if you love me, you muſt Marry me;- what dont Iknow 
my Father lov'd my Mother, and was married to her ? 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old ays People married where they loy'd ; but that 
faſhion is chan?'d, Child, 

Sily. Never ©£!1 me that,. I know it is not chang'd by my ſelf; for I 
toye you, and wovid Marry you. 

Heart. V'll have my Beard ſhav'd,it ſhan't hurt thee,and we'l go to Bed — 

S:lv.No,no,1'm not ſuch aFool neither but I can keep my ſelf —honeſt— 
-Here,l won't keep any thing that's yours, ate you now, (Throws the Purſe, 
and.1'Jl never-ſce you again, *cauſe you'd have me be naught. (Going, 

Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddance—Yet ſo much Ten- 
derneſs and Beauty——and Honeſty together is a Jewel Stay Stlvia-— 
But then to Marry Why every Man plays the Fool once. in his Life : 
But to Marry, is playing the Fool all ones Life long. 

Silv. What did you call me for ? 

Heart: Vil give thee all I have: And thou ſhalt live with me in every 
thing, ſolike my Wife, the World ſhall believe it : Nay, thou ſhalt think 
ſo thy ſelf —Only let me not think ſo. 

S:lv. No, Il die before Ill be your Whore—as well as I love you.. 

Heart. Aſide.) A Woman, and Ignorant, may be honeſt, when is 
out of Obſtinacy and Contradiftion—But $'death it is but a may be, and 
upon-ſcurvy Terms Well, farewell then if I can get out of her 
fight I may pet the better of my ſelf. 

Silv, Well good buy, (Turns and Weeps, 

Heart. Ha!' Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting (kifes her) by Heaven ſhz 
kifſes ſweeter than Liberty——l1 will Marry thee——There thou haſt don”c, 
all my Reſolve melted io that Kiſs——one more. Silv. But when ? 

Heart. I'mimpatient 11Jl it be done; I will not give my ſelf liberty to 
think, leſt I ſhould cool—1 will about a Licence ftreight—in the Evening 
2xpe(tme—One Kiſs-more to confirm me mad ; ſo. (Exit. 

$:/v, Ha, ha, ha, an eld Fox trapt— 


Enter 


(29) 
Enter Lucy. 


Bleſs me ! you frighted me, 7 thought he had been come again, and had 


heard me. : 
Lucy. Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much haſte, as if he had 


been going for a Midwife, 

Silo. Hef's going for a Parſon, Girl, the forerunner of a Midwife, 
ſome nine Months hence—Well, 1 find diflembling, to our Sex is as natu- 
ral as ſ\mimming to a Negro ; we may depend upon our kill to fave us at 
a plunge, though till then we never make the experiment—Bur how haſt 


thou ſucceeded ? 
Lucy. As you would wiſh——-Since there is no reclaiming Yainlove, 


I have found out a picque fhe has taken at him and have framd a Let- 
ter, that makes her ſue for Reconciliation firſt, I know that will do— 
walk inand Ifle ſhewit you. Come Madam, your like to have a happy 
time on*t, both your Love and Anger {atisfhied / --All that can charm our 


Sex conſpire to pleaſe you. 


That Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance do at once aclight, Exteunts - 


— _———_—er 


Ah —_—_ — 
— _ — — 


ACT IV. SCENE I. The Street. 


Exter Bellmour iz Fanatick habit, Setter. 


Bell * Is pretty near the Hour-- ( Looking on his Watch. Well and how 
Setter hz, does my Hypocriſy fit me h# ? Does It ſit eaſy on me? 

Setter, O moſt religouſly well Sir. 

Bell. I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glory in an opinion 
of Atheiſm ; when they may be ſo much more convemiently lew'd, up- 
der the Coverlet of Religion. 

Serter. S'bud Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife juſt turn'd the Cor- 


ner, and*s coming this way. 
Zell, Gads ſo there he is, hemuſt not ſce me. E xenunta 


Enter Fondlewife ad Baruaby, 
Fond. I fay I will tarry at home. Bar. But Sir. 
Fond. Good lack-! I profeſs the Spirit of contradiction hath poliels'd 
the Lad —I fay 1 will carry at home—#axrler. X 
Bar, 1 have done Sir, then farewell 500 Pound. 
Ford. Ha, how's that ? Stay ſtay, did you leave word ſay you with his 
Wife ? With Comfort ber ſelf, Baz 
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Bar, I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as ſoon as ever 
he comes home—1 could have brought young Mr. Prig, to have kept my 
Miſtreſs Company in the mean time : But you ſay 

Fond. How, how, ſay Varlet! I fay let him not come near my Doors; 
T ſay, he is a wanton young Levite and pampereth himſelf up with Dain- 
ties, that he may look lovely in the Eyes of Wcmen Sincerely 1am 
afraid he hath already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Comfore ; 
while her good Husband is deluded by his Godly appearance ——- 7 fay, 
that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his Eyes, and glow upon his Cheeks, and 
that 7 would as ſoon truſt my Wife with a Lords high-fed Chaplain. 

Bar. Sir, the Hour draws nigh—And nothing will be done there till 
you come. 

Fond. And nothing can be done here till 7 go—So that 7*1 tarry, d'ee ſee. 

Bar. And run the hazard to loſe your Afﬀair ſo ! 

Fond. Good lack, good lack— 1 profeſs it isa very ſufficient vexation, 
for a Man to have a handſome Wife. 

Bar. Never Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient Husband. Tis 
then indeed, like the vanity of taking a fine Houſe, and yet be forced 
to let Lodgſngs, to help to pay the Rent. 

Fond. 1 profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Varlet. Go in and 
bid my Cocky come out to me, 1 wil} give her ſome Inſtrutions, / 
will reaſon with her before 7 go. (Exit Barnaby.) And in the 
mean time, I will reaſon with my ſclf Tell me Iſaac, why art 
thee Jealous ? Why art thee diſtruſtful of the Wife of thy Boſom ? 
Becauſe ſhe is Young and Vigorons, and [am Old and Impotent—— 
Then why didſt thee Marry J/aac ?—Becauſe ſhe was beautiful and temp- 
ing, and becauſe 7 was obſtinate and doating ; ſo that my inclination was 
(and is ſtill) greater than my power —- And will not that which tempt- 
ed thee, alſo tempt others, who will tempt her 1/aac T fear it much 
—— But does not thy Wife love thee, nay doat upon thee ?—Yes— Why 
then! Ay, but to ſay truth, She's fonder of me, than ſhe has reaſon 
to be ; andin the way of Trade, we {till ſuſpect the ſmoetheſt Dealers of 
the deepeſt Deſigns And that ſhe has ſome Deſigns deeper thaa thou 
canſt reach, th? haſt experimented 1/aac——But Mum. 


Enter Lxztitia. 


Let. Ihope my deareſt Jewel, is not going toleave me--are you Nykin? 

Fond, Wife Have you throughly conſidered how deteſtable, how 
hainous, and how crying a Sin, the Sin of Adultery is? Have you weigh'd 
it / ſay? For it isa very weighty Sin 3 and although it may lie heavy up- 
on thee, yet thy Husband mult alſo bear his part : For thy [niquity wall 
fall upon his Head. 


Let. 


Can) 


Let. Bleſs me, what means my Dear ? 

Fond. Aſide ) I profeſs ſhe has an alluring Eye z 1 am doubtful, whether 
I ſhall truſt her, even with Tribulation himſelf —Speak 7 ſay, have you 
conſidered, what it is to Cuckold your Husband ? 

Let. Afide) lam amazed ; ſure he has diſcovered nothing— Who has 
wronged me tv my Deareſt ? [hope my Jewel does not think, that ever / 
had any ſuch thing in my Head, or ever will have. 

Fond. No, no, / tell you I ſhall have it in my Head 
it ſomewhere elſe. 

Lat. Afide) 1 know not what to think. But 7 am reſolved to find the 
meaning of it—Unkind Dear ! Was it for this, you ſent to call me ? 7s 
it not affliction enough that you are to leave me, but you mult ſtudy to 
encreaſe it by unjuſt ſuſpicions ? (Crying. )Well— Well—You know my 
Fondneſs, and youloveto Tyrannize Go on cruel Man, do, Tri- 
umph over my poor Heart, while it holds z which cannot be long, with 
this uſage of yours—But that's what you want—— Well—You will have 
your ends ſoon——You will-— You will Yes it will break to oblige 
you. (Sighs, 

Fond, Verily I fear I have carried the Jeſt too far — Nay look you now 
ef ſhe does not weep— Ts the fondeſt Fool——Nay Cocky, Cocky, nay 
dear Cocky, do not cry, I was but in Jeſt, I was not ifeck. 

Let. Afide ) Oh then all is fafe ; 1 was terribly frighted— My Afiction 
is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man ! O that I ſhould love to this degree ! 
Yet Fond. Nay, Cocky. 

Let. No, no, you are weary of me, that's it——That's all, you would 
get another Wife——Another fond Fool, to break her Heart— Well, 
be as cruel as you can to me, I'll pray for you ; ard when I am dead with 
Grief, may you have one that will love as well as I have done: 1 ſhall 


You will have 


be contented tolie at peace in my cold Grave ——— Since it will plea 
you. (Stighs, 


Fond. Good lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart of Oak—1 profefs 
I can hold no longer — Nay dear Cocky —lIfeck youl brezk my Heart 
Ifeck you will See you have made me \Veep Made poor Nykin 
Weep——Nay come Kiſs, buſs poor Nykin—And | wont leave thee—- 
I'M loſe all firſt. 

Let. Aſide ) How ! Heaven forbid. That will bea carrying the Jeſt too 
far indeed. 

Fond, Wont you kiſs Nykin? Lat. Go, naughty Nykin,you don't love me. 

Fond. Kiſs, kiſs, ifeck I do. Let. No you don't. (She kiſſes him, 

Fend, What not love Cocky ! Lat. No--h. (Siobs. 

Fond, | profeſs 1 do love thee bctter thaa 500 Pourd=—And fo thou 
ſhalt ſay, fur VIL leave ir to ſtay with thee. 

Let, No you ſhan't negleQ your Bulineſs for me—No indeed you fant 

NyKiil 
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Nykin—if you don't go, Fle think you been dealons of me till, 

Fond. He, he, he, wilt thon poor Fool? Then 7 will go, 1 wont be 
dealous——Poor Cocky, Kiſs Nyksn, Kiſs Nykin, ee, ee, ce,— Here will 
be the good Man anon, to talk to-Cocky and teach her how a Wife ought 
to behave her ſelf. 

Let. ( Aſide 7 hope to have one that will ſhew me how a Husband ought 
to behave himfelf—7 ſha!l be glad to learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. (Xs. 

Ford. That's my good Dear>Come Kiſs Nyken once more, and then get 
you in So— Get you in, get you in, By, by. 

Let, By Nykzin. Fond, By Cocky. Let. By Nykin. (She goes an. 

Fond. By Cocky, by, by. Exit. 

Enter Yainlove, Sharper. 

Sharp. How ! Araminta loſt ! 

Fain. To confirm wtat 7 have ſaid read this (Gives a letter, 

Sharp. Reads) Hum hum; And what then appear *d a fault, upon re- 
feftion, ſeems cnly an effe&t of a too powerful paſſion. 1*me afraid1 give too 
great a Proof of my onn at this time 1 am in diſorder for what | have writ- 
ren. But ſomething, I know not what, forced me. 1 only beg a favourable Cenſure 
of this, and your Araminta, 

Sharp. Loſt! Pray Heaven thou haſt not loſt thy Wits. Here, here, ſhe's 
thy own Man, ſign'd ard ſeai'd too To her Man A delicious 
Mellon pure and conſerting ripe, and only waits thy Cutting up She 
= been breecing Love to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe. is deliver*d 

- OL IE, 

Vain. "Tis an untimely Fruit, ard ſhe has miſcarried of her Love. 

Sharp. Never leave this damn'd illnatur'd whimſey Frank, ? Thou haft 
a ſickly peeviſh Appetite ; only chew Love and cannct digeſt it. 

Vain, Yes, when ] feed my ſeif—But 1 hzte to be cram'd—By Heav*n 
there's not a Weman, will give a M:n the plcaſure cf a chaſe : My ſport 
is always balkt or cut ſhort—1 ſtumble ore the Game I would purſue. 
"Tis dull and unnatural to have a Hare run full in the Hounds Mouth ; 
and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter-—1 would have overtaken, not have 
met my Game. 

Sharp. However I hope you dor?t mean to forfake it, that will be but a 
kind of a Mungril Curs trick. Wel), are you for the Mall ? 

Fain. No, ſhe will be there this evening——Yes I will go to0—— 
And ſhe ſhall ſee her error in—— 

Shap In her choice I gad———But thou canſt not be ſo great a Brute 
2s to {light her, 

Vain. ] ſhouid diſappoint her if I did not—By her magagement I ſhould 
think ſhe expects it. 


All Naturally fly what does purſue : 
"Tis ft Men ſhould be coy, when Women woos, Excunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to 4 Chamber in Fondie-wife's Honfe. 


A Servant introducing Bellmour in fanatick, Habit, with a Patch upozs 
one Eye, and a Book in his hand. 


Serv. Here's a Chair, Sir, it you pleaſe to repoſe your tel, I'll call ny 


— 


Miſtreſs. | Exit Servant. 
Bell. Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out-tac'd Suſpicion, and even dar'd 
Diſcovery.——- This Cloak my Sanctity, and truſty Scarron's Novels my 
Prayer-Book.— M:chinks I am che yery Picture of Montufar in che Hypo 
crites -— Oh! ſhe comes. 
Enter Lxtitia. 


So breaks Aurora throngy th: Veil of Night 5 Throwing «7 
Thus fly the Clouds, divided by ver Light, his Chak, 
And ev'ry Eye rece:ves a new-vorn Sight. Patch, &<.. 


Strat, Thus ftrew'd with Bluſhes like— Ah ' Heav'n defend me! Who's 
ehis 2 | Diſcovering him, tarts. 

Bell. Your Lover. 

Let. Vainloves Friend !- I know his Face, and he has betray'd me to 
him. | Aſide. 

Bell. You are ſurpriz'd. Did you not expect a Lover, Madam? Thotle 
Eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt Appearance, tho” now they are o'er-caſt. 

Let. I may well be furpriz'd at your Perton and Impudence ; they are 
both nw to me.— You are not what your firſt Appearance promiſed : 
The Pizty of your Habic was welcoms?, but not the Hypocriſie. 

Bell. Rather the Hypocritie was welcome, batnot the Hypocrice. | 4/ide. 

Let. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtak2n the Houſe ſure. 

Bell. T have DireRions in my Pocket, which agree with every thing but 


your Unkindnels. | Pulls out the Letter. 
Let. My Letter ! Bile Vainlove! Then cis too late to diſlemble. | A/ile. 
Tis plainthen you have miſtaken the Perſon. | Going. 


Bell. ii we part io, F'm miltakea—Holld, hold, Madam ; — I conteis 1 
have run into an Errour: — I beg your pardon a thouſand times— What 
an eternal Blockhead am I ! Can you torgive m2 the Diſorder I have pur 
you into— But itis a miſtake which any body might have made. 

Let. What can this mean ! Tis impothtbls he ſhould be miſtaken after ail 
this— A bandſom Fellow if he had nor: furpriz'd me : Methinks, now I 
look on him again,I would not havehim miſtaken., 4/74: (We are all liable 
to Mitſtakes, Sir; It you own it to be lo, there needs no tarthzr Apology. 

Bell. Nay, *iaith, Madam, tis a pleaſant one, and worth your hearing 
Expecting a Friend, laft Nigit, at his Lodgings, tiil *rwas late, my LInti- 
macy with him gave me the Freedom of his _ : He not coming m_ all 

ight, 
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light, a I etter was deliver'd to me by a Servant, in the Morning : Upon 
12 Pe _ ], IT found the Contents fo charming, that I could think of n9- 
ting all Jay but putting, emin practice—till juit __ (che firſt time I ever 
look'dupon the Superfer prion) [ am tne moſt iurrizd in the World to 
TI! dire 2d to RA [;ve. 'Gad, Mad _— asx you a million of Par- 
Guns, and will male y 21 any Satisfaction 

Let. I am Qit:ov2r'd d—— And cithe: Vainlove is not guilty, or he has 


—_ > 9 - Z 
-— _— 


hand! lom:y cxcus d hin Caſede. 
_ You appear concern'd, M:gam. F 
ho pe you are a Gent -man—— and fince you are privy to a 


weak © Woman 5 Failing,won'r turn it tothe prejudice of her Repucation—- 
You look as it: you 1 had more Honour: 
Bell. And mor > Love, or my Fac? is a falſe Witneſs, and deſeryes to be 
pPiilory*| —— No, by Heaven, I So 
Lat. Nay, Gon't fwear, it you'd have me belies you. z but promiſe. —- 
Bell. Well,l p o-niſe omile i is fo cold — Give me leave t: 


ſwear— By thoſs 'es, thoſe killing Eyes! by thoſe healing Lips —— 
m_—_— $ the ſote = arm cloſe to minc— and ſeal *em for ever. 
; ge: 2 that Condition. He kiſſes ber 


- Ereraity was in that Moment— One more, upon any Con dition. 
Let. Nay, now— I never ſav any thing fo agreeably impudenr. ! 4/4; 
Won't yoa cenſure me ior this,now ?—- but *ris to buy your Si ence.  K1s. 
ow by ut what am I c oing ! 

Bell. Doing. no Tongue can expreſs it— not ty own, nor any thing 
but thy Lips. Iam fainc with the exceſs of Blil—— Oh, for Love ſake 
lead me any whicther where I may lie down - quickly, for Pm 
atraid I ſhall have a Fir. 

Let. Bleſs me ! what Fit ? 
Bell. Oh, a Convulfion I feel tre Symptoms. 
Let. Docs it hold you long? im atraid co car: 'y you into my Chamber, 
Bell. Oh, no 3 lee me lie own upon the Bed ; ———the Fit wilj be 
i00n over. "Fxeun! 
SCENE changes to St. James's Park, 


Araminta azd Belinda, meeting, 


Belin. Lard, my Dear! I am ciad I have met you I have been 
at the Exc5ange fiace, and am 1o tir'd — 

Aram. Why, what's the matcer ? 

Belin, On the moit int; umane :C; barbarcus Hackney-Coaci! I'm jolted 
*O.A Telly —— PTY Yo | not horrib!y touz'd © | Pulls 04: a Pocket Glaſs, 

Aran, Your He2d Sa little ot it of order. 

Rin. Alice! O frightful! what a ſurious Pnyz I have! O moſt rue!: 
Ha, ha, ha: O Ga], 1 hope no body will come this way: till I pur ps et 

a little 
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2 little in Repair— Ah ! my Dear— I have ſeen fuci unhewa Creature; 


lnce,— Ha, ha, h2, I can't tor my Soul help por ns. chat [ look jt ik2 
One of 'em—— Good Dear, pin this 
o, thank you, my Dear—— But as I was telling 9D Piſh, this is the 
Untoward'lt Lock— So, as I was telling you How d ye like mg 
Ngw ? Hideous, ha ? Frizhtiul RilsGOr, how 7 
Aram. No, no ; ne re very w2l[as can bz. 
Belin. And (o _ wheredid I leave othiny Dear: was telling you—- 
. Aram. You were about to ol me fomertiing hild but you left 
oft betore you ha : 
B-/in. On,a moſt Comical Sight : A Country->quire, with the Equipage 


of a Wiſe and ewo Daughters, came to Mrs. $ nipwell /'s Shop while I was 
there Bur, Oh Gad! Two tach unlick'd Cubs! — 

Aram. I warrant, plumo, Cherry-cheek « Cou arry- Girl 

Belin, Ay, O my < Conf: ence, w a » Bay n-door-Fow] : Hit fo bedeck'd, 


you wou'd have taken 'em tor Frir/lnd Hens, with their Feathers growing 


che wrong way O ſuch Out-lindiſh Creatures ! fuch Tramentes: t, and 
Foreigners to the Faſhion, or any thing in practice :Ih ad nor Pat1encet 
behold I undertook the mod: lling of one of their Fronts, the more 
modern Structure— 

Aram. Blets me, Couſin | Why wou'd you affront any Body fo 7 They 
might be Genelewomen of a very good Family 
B:lin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by tlizir DreG— Aﬀeont ! 
P'(haw, howw you'r miſtaken: The poor Creature, I warrant, Was as full of 
Courtclies, as if I had been her Godmother ; 'The Truth on't is,I did en- 
deavour to make her look like 2 Chriltian and ſhe was ſenſible of it ; 
tor ſhe think'd me, and gave me two Apples, piping hor, out of her Under- 

Petticoat Pocket -—- Ha, ha, ha: And t'other did ſo ſtare and g g1Þ2 

I fanſied her like the Front of her Father's Hall ; her Eyes were the ewe 
Jut- Windows, and her Mouth the great Door, mot kolpicably kept open, 
tor the Entertainment of travelling Flies. 

Aram. So then, you have been diverted. What did they buy : 

Belin. Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn,and an . Almanack, and 2 
Comb. Caſe; the Mother,a great Fruz-Tow'r,and a Fat: Amber-Necklace; 
ths Daughters only tore two pair of Kid- Glove S, with crying Cm ON—— 
Oh Gad, here comes the Foo! that din'd at my Lady Freelove's other Lay. 


Enter Sir Joſeph and Blutte. 


Aram. May be he may not know us again. 
Belin. We'll put on our Maſques to tecure his Ignorance. 
| They Put on their IMa/ques. 
Sir ol. Nay,gad, PII pick up ; Pm refoly'd to make a Night on'e—F ! go 
to Alderman Fondlewife by: -and- by, and get 5o Pieces more om him. Adfli- 
dikins, Bully, w2'll wallow in Wine and Women. Why,this farae Madere- 


Wine has made me as light as a Graſhopper— Hiſt, hiſt, Bully, dolt thou 
F 2 iee 


i 
—_— 
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{ce thoſe Tearcrs? | Sings. ] Look you what bere is,— Look you what here is; — 
Toll--loll--dera--toll--loll.— A-Gad Cother Glaſs of Madera, and I durlt have 
attack d 'em in my own proper Perlon, without your help. 

Bluffe. Come on then, Knight. But d'ye know what to ſay to *'em? 

Sir Fof. Say : Pooh, Pox, ve enough to ſay,— never fear it ?— that is, 
it | can but think on't : Truth is, I have but a treacherous Mcmory, 

Belin. O frighttul! Coutin, What ſhall we do? Theſe things come to- 
ward Us. | 

Aram. No matter, — I fee /ain-love coming this way, — and, to con- 
f.\s my Failing, I am willing to give him an Opportunity of making his 
Peace with me 3+ and to cid me of theſe Coxcombs, when 1 ſeem op- 
preis'd with 'em, will be a fair one, 

Blaff.. L:dies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 

Aram. We are atraid not. 

Bluffe. What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Cartier ? ' To Belinda, 

B:lin. O monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good flovenly Captain Huffe, Blufe. 
(What is your hicleous Name? ) be gone : You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, 

moſt Soldicr-like. Foh, | Spire, 

Sir, Zoſ. Now aml[ ſlap-daſh down in the Mouth, and have not one Word 
to ſay, bp ra 


Aran. | hope my Fool has not Contidence enough to be troubleſom, | Aſide. 

Sir Foſ. Hem! Pray Madam, Which Way's the Wind ? 

Aram. A pithy Queſtion. - Have you ſent your Wits for a Venture, 
Sir, that you enquire ? . 

Sir of. Nay, now I'm in--- I can prattle like a Magpye. | &ſide, 


Enter Sharper and Vain-love, at a Diſtaxce. 


Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd. 

Aram. *Tis but palling off our Maſques, and obliging Vain-love to know 
us, V'l! bzrid of my Fool by fair means Well, Sir Poſeph, you ſhall fce 
my Face.—— But be gone immediately. — | fee one that will be Jealous, 
to find me in diſcourſe with you.—Þe diſcreet, .— No reply ; but 
away. | Unmaſques, 

Sir Joſ. The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady Free-lovef! Sir Fo-- 
ſepb, thou axt a Mad-man, Agad, I'm in Love, up to the Ears. But II 


be diſcreet, and huſhr. | Aſide, 
Bluffe. Nay, by the World, I'll ſee your face. : 
Belin. You ſhall. [ Unmaſque's, 


Sharp. Lzdics, your humble Servant, —— We wcre afraid, you would not 
nave givcn us Icave to know you, 

Aram. Vee thought to have bcen private. But we find fools, have 
the fame advantage, over a Face in a Maſque ; that a Ceward has, while 
_ Sword is in the Scatbard,——- So were forced to draw , in our own 

£LENCE, 


Blufſes 


Ca ) 


Bluffe, My Blood riſes at that Fellow fo I can't ſiay where he js , ++4 x 
malt not diaw in the Park. [To Sir Jt 
Sir Foſ. I wiſh I durſi Ray to let her know my Lodging, — 

| Exennt Sir Jo, and Bli;fle, 

Sharp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage, fomewhat, which nerroaw 
Souls cannot dare to admire, And fee, the Owls are fled, azat the break 
of Day. 

cBelin. Very courtiy, —1I believe, Mr. ain l5ve has not rubb'd his Eyes 
ſin e break of Day neither, he looks as it he durtt not approach, Ny, 
come Coutin, be friends with him.——lI {wear, he looks fo very imply, ha, 
ha, ha.— We<ll, a Lover in the tate of ſeparation icom his Miltreſs, is Ike, 
2 Body without a Soul, Mr. Vain-love, (hall 1 be bound for Your g034 B-. 
haviour for the future? 

Vin. Now muſt I pretend Ipnorance equal to hers, of whit ſhe knows 
as well as]. { Aide, } Men are apt to offend {'tis true) where they tind mot 
Goodneſs to torgive, But, Madam, | hope thall prove of a Temper, 
r.ot to abuſe Mercy,by committing new Ottcaces. 

Aram $o cold! F Aſide. 

Belin. 1 have brcke the Ice for you, Mr. T"ain-lzze, and (o 1 leave vou 
Comes Mr. Sharper, you and | will take a tun, and laugh at the Vulgar.=— 
Both the great Vulgar and the ſmal}.——Oh Gag! 1 have a grzzt Pailicn tor 
Cowley. Dor'e you admire him ? 

Sharp. Oh M:dam! He was our Laglith Horace, 

Belin. Ah fo tne ! Soextreamily fine ! So every thing in the World th-a: 
L like,--—Oh Loo, walk this way. | tee a couple, Ill give you theiz 
- ſtory. ( Ex. Bcl. aud Sharp. 

Vain. | tind, Malam, the Fornality of the Law muſt be obferv'd, tho? 
the Pcnalty of it be diirens'd withz and an Offender mutt Phed to his Ar- 
ralgnment, tho' he have his Pardon in his pocket. 

Aram. \'m amaz'd! This Infolence exceeds the tother z- whoever has 
cncourag, d you to this aſſurance preſuming upon the ealinels of my Tem: 
per, has much dcceiv'd you, ard to you [hz]! find, 

Vain, Rey day! Which way now ? Berc's tine doubling, | Aſide. 

Aram. Bale Man! Was it not enoug}! to atiront we with your ſawcy Paſ- 
1106 g | 

Vain. You have given that Paſſicn a much kin!cs Epithet than Savvcy, 
in aricther place, 

Aram. Another place! Sore villaincus Deſign to blafi my Honour, — Dur 
tho? thou hadſt all the Treachcry and alice of thy Scx, tliou canit not lay 
a B\cn!th on my Fame. No, 1 have not err'd in one fz1 curable Thought 
of Mankind, — Row time might have deceiv d me tn you, I know not 3 my 
Opinion was but young, and jour early bafcnefs has prevented its growing 
to a wrong Belick, —= Unwosthy, and ungrateliit}' Be gone, and never fee 
mc" more. 
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Vain, Did I dream ? Or do I dream ? Shall I believe my Eyes, or Ears ? 
The Viſion is here ſtil}, Your Paition, Madam, will admit of no farther 
reaſoning. But here is a ſilent Witneſs of your acquaintance, 

[ Takes out the Letter, and offers it : She ſnatches it ,and throws it away. 

Aram, There's Poiſon in every thing you touch, — Bliters will follow, — 

Pain. That Tongue, which denies what the Hands have done. 

Aram, Sill myttically, fenceleis and impudent, — 1 tind I muſt leave the 
place. 

Vain, No, Madam, I'm gone, She knows her Name's to it, which ſhe 
will be unwilling to expoſe to the Cenſure of the frii finder. | Exits 

Aram, Woman's Obttinacy made me Llind to what Woman's Curiolity 
now tempis me to ſee. | Takes wp the Leiter, and Exit, 


Enter Belinda, Sharper. 


Belin. Nay, we have ſpared No-body, 1 ſwzar. Mr. Sharper, you're a 
pure Man 3 Where did you ger this excellent Ta!cnt of Railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me :—1 confcfs, I have 
taken care to improve it; to qualify me tor the (uciety of Ladies. 

Belin. Nay, fure Railing is the beſt qualihcation in a Woman's Man, 

Sharp. The (econd-bett ; indeed | think, | Enter Footman, 

Belin, How now, Pace 2 Where's my Coulin ? 

Foot. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to know, if your Ladiſhip 
would have the Coach come again for you ? 

Belin. O Lord, No, I'll go along with hex. Come, Mr. Sharpzr, { Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to a Chamber in Fondle-wife's Hou e 


Exter Le=titia and Bellmour, his Cloak, Hat, &c. Lying looſe 
about the Chamber, 


Bell, Here's no body, nor no noiſe; 'twas nothing but your fears, 

Let. 1 dur{t have ſworn, I had heard my Monlicr's Voice, I ſwear, | 
was heartily frigttned. Fcel how my heart beats. 

Bell, "Tis an alarm to Love Come in again, and Ict us 

Fondl. without. Cocky, Cocky, Where arc you Cocky ? I'm come home. 

Let. Ah! There Þe is. Make haſte, gather up your things. 

Fondl. Cocky, Cocky, open the door, 

Bell, Pox choak him, would his H8&rns were in his Throat, My Patch 
my Patch. { Looking abont, and gathering up h:s thing:, 

Let. My Jewel, Art thou there ? no matter for your Patch — You $'ain'c 
tum in, Nitin, — Run into my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You Sat 


tum in. | Bell, goes in. 
Fondl. Nay, prithee, Dear, Iteck I'm in hafic. 
Let, Then, I'11 let you in. [ Opens the Door 


Enter 
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Enter Fondlewife and Sr Joſeph. 


Ford. Kits, Dear, I met the Maſter of the Ship by the way,—and | 
muſt have my Papers of Accounts out of your Cabinet. 

Let. Oh, Fm undone! [ Afide, 

Sir 7o/. Pray, tirtt let me have 50 Pounds, good Alderman, for I'm in hattc. 

Fond. A Aungred has alrcady been paid, by your Order, Fifty ? 1 have the 
Summ ready in Gold, in my Cloſer. | Goes into his Cloſet, 

Sir Foſ. Agad, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue 3 Il ipcak tv her, —— 
Pray, Madam, what Ncws d'ye hcar ? 

Let. Sir, | (c]dom fiir abroad. Walks ahoat in diſorder. 

Sir of. I wonder at that, Madam, for *tis molt curious fine Weather. 

Let. Methinks *c has been very ill Weather. 

Sir Fef: As you fay, Madam, *cis pretty bad Weather, and has been fo © 


orcat while, 


Enter Fondlewife. 


" 


Fond. Here are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph——If you will tarry 
Moment, till I fetch my Pzpcrs, V1} wait upon you down fairs, 

Let, Ruin'd, pal redemption! VWhat (hall Le 4 Font going into thi 
diy ? Ha * This fool may be of uſe, | Aſide.) gp. ſhe runs _—__ 
Stand off, rude Rufhan, Hclp me my Dear, —— Joſ. almoſt puſves bim devor, 
O blefs me! Why will you leave me alone with {1 Coir one, 

fuch a Satyr ? 

Fond. Bl:(s us! What's the matter ? What's the matter ? 

L#. Your back was no ſooner turn'd, but like a Lion, he came open- 
mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſhed a kiſs trom me by main force. 

Sir Foſ. O Lord ! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, Is your Wite mad, Alderman £ 

Let. Oh! I am fick with th: fright z won't you take him out of my tight? 

Fond, Oh Traytor! I'm altonifhcd. Oh bloody-minded Traytor ! 

Sir Jof. Hey-day ! Traytor your {clf. — By the Lord- Harry, I was in 
mott danger of being Raviſh'd, it you go to that, 

Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous Wretch ſwears! Out of my houſe, thou 
Son of the Whore of Babylon; Off ſpring of Bell and the Dragon.—Bleſs us ! 
Raviſh my Wife! My Dinah! Oh Schechemite / Begone, 1 lay, | 

Sir Jof, Why, the Devil's in the People, I think. Exit, 

Let. Oh! Won't you follow, and fce himont of Doors, my Dear ? 

Fond, Vil (hut this door, to ſecure him from coming back, —GivC me th2 
Key of your Cabinet, Cocky. -— Ravith my Wife betore my. face: | warzan? 
he's a Papiſt in his heart, at Izaf?, it not a Frenc/:-man. 

Let. \What can | do now! | 4fide. | Oh! my Dear, 1 tlave been in fach a 
fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor Mr. 5/12 trxt. hes a lad Fit of the Cho- 
lick, and is forced to lie down upon our b:d.-——- You'll dittmb him; 1 can 
tread fottlicr, 
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Fond. Alack poor Man.——No, no,— you don't know the Papers. ——- | 
won't diſturb him; Give me the Key, 
"She gives bim be Key, goes to the Chamber-door, and ſpeaks aloud; 
Let. *Tis no body but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spin-text, Ile ill on your Sto- 
mach lying on your Stomach, will caſe you of the Cholick. . 
Fond. Ay, ay, lie Rill, lie ftill; don't Jet me diſturb you, | Goes its 
Let. Sure, when he does not fee his face, he won't diſcover him. Dear 
Fortune, help me but this once, and I'll never run in thy debt again.—But this 
Opportunity is the Devil. 


Fondle-wife returns with Papers. 


Fond. Good lack ! Good lack !——1 profeſs, the poor Man is in great 
torment, he lics as flat Dear, you ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Nap- 
kin, —— Where's Deborah ? Let her clap a warm thing to his Stomach, or 
chaſe it with a warm hand, rather than fail. What Book's this ? 

| Sees the Book that Bellmour forgot, 

Let. Mr. Spin-text's Prayer-Book, Dear —— Pray Heav'n it be a Prayer- 
Book. | Aſide. 

Foaad. Good Man! I warrant he dropp'd it on purpoſe, that you might 
rake it up, and read ſome of the pious Ejaculations. | Taking up the Book. | O 
blefs me! O monſtrous! A Prayer-Book ? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- Noſe, 
Hold, let mac ſee 3 The Innocent Adultery. 

Let. Misfortune ! Now l!'s ruin'd again. [ Aſide, 

Bell. [| Peeping.] Damn'd Chance! If | had gonea Whoring with the Pr. 
Tice of Pizty in my Pocket, I had never been diſcover'd, _ 

Fond. Adultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here's Dodtrine ! Ay, here's 
Diſcipline ! . ” 

Let. Dear Husband, I'm amaz'd :>——Sure it's a good Book, and only 
tends to the Speculation of Sin. 

Fond. Speculation! No, no; ſomething went farther than Spe culation 
when I was not to be let in, ——— Where is this Apocryphal Elder ? P11 
terret him. 

Let. Va fo diſtracted, I can't think of a Lye. [ Afide. 


Fondle-wife hal/ing out Bellmour. 


Fond, Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate ——— Why, how now ! Who 
have we here ? ; 
Let. Ha ! | Shrieks, as ſurprizd, 


Fond. Oh, thou falacious Woman ! Am T1 then brutitcd * Ay, I teel it 
here 3 I ſprout; I bud, I bloſſom, 1 am ripe-hora-mad. But who, in the Devil's 
name, are you? Mercy on me for (wearing, But _ 

Let. Oh, Goodneſs keep us ! Who's this? Who are you? What are you? 

Bell. Soh. 


L#t. 
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Le: In the Name of the—— Oh ! Good, my Dear, don't come near it, 
Pra afraid *tis the Devil ; indeed it has hoofs, Deare. 

Fond. Indeed, and [ have Horns, Deare. The Devil, no, Pm afraid, "tis 
the Fleſh, thou Harlot. Deare, with a Pox. Come Syren, ſpeak, contels, 
who is this reverend, brawny Paſtor ? 

Let. Indeed, and indeed, now my dear Nykin——T never ſaw this wicked 
Man before. 

Fonal. Oh, it is a Man then, it ſeems. 

Let. Rather, ſureitis a Wolf in the cloathing of a Sheep. 

Fondl, Thou art a Devil in his proper Cloathing, Womans-fleſh. What, 
you know nothing of him, but his Fleece here !— You don't love Mutton ?— 


you Magaalen unconverted. 
Bell. Well, now I know my Cue.—— That is very konourably to excuſe 
her, and very impudently accuſe my ſelf. [ Afide. 


Let. Why then, I wiſh I may never enter into the Heaven of your Embra- 
ces again, my Dear, if ever I ſaw his face before. 

Fondl. O Lord ! C ſtrange! I am in admiration of your impudence. Look 
at him a little better; he is more modeſt, | warrant you, than to deny it. 
Come, Were you wo never face to face before ? Speak. 

Bell. Sinc? ai; Artifice is vain—— and [ think my (elf obliged to ſpeak the 
truth in juitice to your Wife. No. 

Fondi. tiumph. 

Let. No, indeed Dear. 

Fonal. Nay, I find you are both in a Story ; that, I muſt confeſs. But, 
what——-not to be cured of the Cholick ? Don't you know your Patient, 
Mrs. 2uack? Oh, lie upon your Stomach ; lying upon your Stomach will 
cure you of the Cholick. Ah ! I wifh he has lain upon no bodies ſtomach tut 
his own. Anſwer me that, Jezabe! ? 

Let, Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſelf ; does he think that I have 
nothing to do but to excuſe him; *tis enough, if I can clear my own inno- 
cence to my own Deare. | 

Bell. By my troth, and fo *tis.—1 have been 2 little too backward, that's 
the truth on't. [ Afrae. 

Fonal. Come, Sir, Who are you, in the firſt place? And what are you ? 

Bell. A Whore-maſter. 

Fond]. Very Conciſe. 

Let. O beaſtly, impudent Creature. 

Fondl, Well Sir, And what came you hither for ? 

Bel. To lie with your Wife. 

Fonadl. Good again—A very civil Perſon this, and, I bclieye ſpeaks truth. 

Let. Oh, inſuppertable Impudence ! 

Fondl. Well, Sir, ——Pray be cover'd — and you have——Heh! You 
have finiſh'd the Matter, Heh ? And [ am, as I ſhould be, a fort of a civil Per- 
quiſite to a Whore-maſter, called « Cacko/d, Heh, Is it not ſo? Come, Pm 
inclining to believe every word you ay. : 

( Bc, 
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Bell. Why, Faith 1 muſt confeſs, ſo 1 deſign'd you,——But, you were a 
little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and hindred the making of your own 
Fortune. 

Fond. Humph. Nay, if you mince the matter once, and go back of your 
word ; you 2re not the Perſon 1 took you for. Come, come, go on boldly—— 
What, don't be aſhanv'd of your Profeſiion.— Confeſs, confeſs, 1 ſhall love 
thee the better for*t,— 1 ſhall, lfeck —— What, doſt think 1 don't know 
how to behave my ſelf in the Employment of a Cuckold, and have been 23 
Years Apprentice to Matrimony ? Come, come, plain-dealing is a Jewel. 

Bell, Well, ſince 1 fee thou art a good honeſt Fellow, 1'!] confeſs the whole 
natter to thee. 

Fond. Oh, 1am a very honeft Fellow-— You never lay with an honeſter 
Man's Wife in your life, 

Let. How my heart akes ! All my comfort lies in his impudence, and Hee- 
ven be praiſed, he has a conſiderable Portion. [ Afrde: 

Bell, In ſhort then, 1 was informed of the opportunity of your abſence, by 
my Spy, ( for Faith, honeſt 7/aac, | have a long time deſigned thee this fa- 
vour ) 1 knew Spin-rext was to come by your direction —+— But 1 laid a trap 
for hi, and procured his Habit ; in which, 1 paſs*d upon your Servants, 
and was conducted hither. 1 pretended a Fir of the Cholick, to excuſe my 
lying down upon your Bed, hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her good Na- 
eure would bring her to adminiſter Remedies for my Diſtemper. You 
know what might have tollow?d g— But like an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd 
at the Door, before your Wife wes come to me. 

Fond, Ha! This is Apocryphal : 1 may chuſe whether 1 will bclicve it 
or no. 

Bell. That you may, Faith, and 1 hope you won't believe a word ont. — 
Zut 1 can't help telling the truth, for my lite. 

Fond. How | Would not you have me believe you, ſay you ? 

Bell. No, for then you muſt of conſequence part with your Wife, ang 
there will be ſome hopes of having h<r upon the Publick 3 then the encou- 
ragement of-a ſeparate maintenance. 

Fond. No, no, for that matter— when ſhe and 1 part, ſhe] carry her ſc- 
parate-maintenance abont her. 

Lat. Ai cruel Dear, how can you be fo barbarous ? You'll break my heart, 
it you talk of parting, [ Cries, 

Fond, At, diſlembling Vermin ! 

Bell, How canſt thou be ſo cruel, 1/aac ? Thou haſt the Heart of a Mountain- 
Typer. By the faith ofa ſincere Sinner, ſhe's innocent for me. Goto him, 
Madam, fling your ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Y: g0cs 6id hangs up0i? 


Neck ; bathe his relentleſs face in your ſalt trick- Y #!s neck, and kiſſes 
ling Tears. — So, a few ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, S hm. Bell. kif-s ber 
and the good Man melts, See, hoyz kind Nature / 2and, behind Fondles 
works, nd boils aver in him, Witc*s Back, 


-_ 
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Let; indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt coming down ſtairs, when you 
knock'd at the door ; and the Maid told me, Mr. Spin-text was ill of the 
Cholick, upon our bed. And wow't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykw ? Indeed, 
Pl diz, if you don't. 

Fond. Ah ! No, no, I cannot ſpeak ; my heart's ſo full | have heen 2 
tender Husband, a tender Yoke-tellow ; you know I have But thou haſt 
been a faithleſs Dailah, and the Philiftives have been upon thee. Heh ! Art 
thou not vile and unclean, Heh ! Speak, [C Weeping. 

Let, No-h. [ Sighing. 

Fond. Oh, that I could believe thee ! 

Let. Oh, my heart will break / [ Faint: 

Fond. Heh. How ? No, (tay, ſtay, 1 will believe thee, 1 will, <—-— Pray, 
bend her forward, Sir. 

Let, Oh ! Oh! Where is my Dear. 

Fond. Here, hcre, 1 do believe thee, -—1 won't believe my own Eyes. 

Bell. For my part, 1 am ſo charm'd with the Love of your Turtle to 
you, that 1'il go and ſollicite Matrimony with all my might and main. 

Fond, Well, well, Sir, aslong as 1 believe it, *tis well enough. No thanks 
to you, Sir, for her Vertue. -- But, Pll ſhow you the way out of my houſe, 
if you pleaſe. Come, my Dear, Nay, 1 will believe thee, 1 do, Ifeck. 

Bell, Sec the great Bleſſing of an caſy Faith ; Opinion cannot err, 

No Husband, by his Wife, can be deceiv'd : 
She ſtill is Vertuous, if ſhe's ſo belicv'd. 


— — SO CC 


—  ——  ——  — —— 


ACT V. SCENE I Lhe Street. 


Exter Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, 4nd Sitter. 


Bell Etter ! Well encounter'd. 


Setter. Joy of your Return, Sir. Have you made 2 good Voyage ? 
Or have you brought your own Lading back ? 

Bell. No, 1 have brought'nothing but Ballaſt back, made a delicious 
Voyage, Setter 3 and might have rode at Anchor in the Port till this time, 
but the Enemy ſurpriz'd us. ——1 wov'd unrig, 

Setter, 1 attend you, Sir. 


CG 2 Heat. 
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Heart-well «#4 Lucy appear at Sylvia's Door. 


Bell, Ha ! Is not that Heart-wel at Sylvia's Door ; be gone quickly, I'H 
follow yon: — 1 wou'd not be known. [ Exit Setter. ] Pox take 'em, 
they ſtand juſt in my way. 

Heart, Pm impatient till it be done. 

Lucy. That may be, without troubling your ſelf to go again for your 
Brother's Chaplain. Don't you ſee that ſtalking Form of Godlineſs ? 

Heart. O Pox ; He's a Fanatick. : | 

_ An Executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs. He has been lawfully 
ordain'd, 

Heart. Þ1I pay him well, if youll break the Matter to him. 

Lucy, | warrant you. Do you go and prepare your Bride. [Ex, Heartw. 

Bell. Humph, Sits the Wind there ? What a lucky Rogue am 
1? Oh, what Sport will be here, if 1 can perſuade this Wench to 
Secrelte ! 

Lacy. Sir : Reverend Sir. 

Fell, Madam, [ Diſcovers bimſelf. 

Lucy. Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me! Mr. Belmowr ! ls it you? 

Bell. Even 1. ——What doſt think ? 

Lucy. Think : That 1 fhoy'd not believe my Eyes, and that. you are not 
what you ſeem to be. 

"Bell, True. But to convince thee who I am, thou know'ſt my old 
Token. { Kiſſes ber. 

Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour : © Lurrd ! 1 believe you are a Parſon in good 
earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 

Bell, Well, Your Buficeſs with me, Lucy ? 

Lucy. 1 had none, but through Miſtake. 

Bel. Which Miſtake you muſt go thorongh with, Lucy. — Come, 1 know 
the Intrigue between Hearrwel and your Miltriſs ; and you miſtook me for 
Tribulation-Szir-text, to marry 'em. — Ha? Are not Matters in this po- 
ſure ? — Confeſs. Come, Vl be faithful ; 1 will 1-faith 
What Difide in me, Lacy ? 

Lucy. Alas-a-day! You and Mr. Yain-love, between you, have ruin'd my 
poor Miſtreſs: You have made a Gap in her Reputation z And can you 
blame her if ſhe ſtop it up with a Husband ? 

Bell. Well, It is as 1 ſay ? 

Lucy, Well, It is then : But you'll be ſecret ? : 

Bell. Phub, Secret, ay — And to be out of thy Debt, Pll traſt thee with 
another Secret: Your Miſtreſs muſt not marry Hearrwell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How! O Lord ! ———— 

Bell. Nay, don't be in a Paſſion, Lucy :— PII provide a fitter Husband for 
her.— Come, Heres Earneſt of my good Intentions for thee too : Let this 
mollifie, -- - -[ Gives her Aoney. ] Lock you, Heart-well is my Friend 3 - 
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tho! he be blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, and unwittingly 
marry a Whore. 

Lucy. Whore ! 1d have you know, my Miſtreſs ſcorns — 

Bell. Nay, nay: Look you, Zwcy; there are Whores of as good Qua- 
lity. But to the purpoſe, if you will give me Leave to acquaint you 
with it. Do you carry on the Miſtake of me: 11] marry 'em, — 
Nay, don t pauſe : If you do, Pl] fpoil all. —— ÞL have ſome pri- 
vate Reaſons for what I do, which Pl! tell you within. In-the mear! 
time, I promiſe, — and rely upon me, — to help your Miſtrels to a Hut- 
band :—— Nay, and thee too, Lucy. — Heres my Hand, I will, with 
a freſh Aſſurance. [ Gives her more Money. 

Lucy. Ah, the Devil is not ſo cunning, You kndw my ealie 
Nature. Well, For once Pl venture to ferve you 3 bur if you 
do deceive-me, the Curſe of all kind, tender-hearted Women light up- 
an.you. 

Bel. That's as much as to ſay, the Pox take me,— Well, lead on, [Excwurt. 


Exter Vain-love, Sharper axd Setter, 


Sharp. Juſt now, ſay you, gone in with Zucy.? 

Setter. I ſaw him, Sir; and ſtood at the Corner, where you found me, 
and over-heard all they ſaid. Mr. Bellmour is to marry em. 

Sharp. Ha, ha; * Twill be a pleaſant Cheat, —— P11 plague Heart-well 
when I ſee him. Prithee, Frank, let's teaze him ; make him fret til! he 
foam at the Mouth, and diſgorge his Matrimonial Oath with Iatereſt, — 
Tome, thou'rt ſo muſty. 


Setter, [To Sharper.] Sir, a Word with yor.  CWii/pers him. 
Vain, Sharper {wears, ſhe has forſworn the Letter. — | m ſure he tei!s 
me Truth z — but I am not ſure ſhe told him Truth : — Yet ſhe was un- 


afteftedly concern'd, he ſays; and often bluſt'd with Anger and Surprize : — 
And ſo Iremember in the Park.— She had Rezfon, if I wrong her, —- 
I begin to doubt. 

Sharp. Say*lt thou ſo! 

Setter. This Afternoon, Sir, about an Hovr before my Maſter received the 
Letter, 

Sharp. In my Conſcience, like enough. - 

Setter, Ay, I know. her, Sir: At leaſt, i'm fvre I can fiſh it ont of her, 
She's the very Sluce to her Lady's Secrets ; — *'Tis but ſetting her Mill a- 
Zoing, and l can drain her of %m all. 

Sharp. Here, Frank; your Blood-Hound has made out the Fanlt : This 
Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, is Counterfeit z only a Trick of Si!via, 
in Revenge ; contriv'd by Lucy. 

Vain. Hah! It has a Colour. 
Sirrah ? 


But how do yeou kno it, 


Sartre, 
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Setter, I do ſuſpe@t as_much;- becauſe why, Sir : She was 
pumping me about how your Worſhip's Aﬀairs ſtood towards Madam 
Araminta, As, When you had ſc2n her laſt; When you were to ſe 
her next ; And, Where you were to be foung at that Time : And ſuch 
Ike. 


— 


Vain. And where did you tell her ? 
Setter, In the Patt, 
Vain, There I receiv*d the Letter, — It muſt be ſo. And why did 


you not find me out, to tell me this before, Sot ? 

Setter. Sir, 1 was Pimping for Mr. Bellmour, 

Sharp. You were well employ*d. | think there is no Objetion to 
the Excule. 

.Viin, Pox o? my ſawcy Credulity,— If 1 have loſt her, 1 deſerve it. 
But if Confeſſion and Repentance be of force, 11] win her, or weary her in- 
to a Forgiveneſs, LExit. 

Sharp, Methinks Long to ſee Bellmuy come forth, 


Enter Bollmour. 


Setter, Talk of the Devil — See where he comes. 

Sharp, Huggizg himſelt in his proſperous Miſchief. —— No real Fanatick 
can look better pleasd after a ſucceſsful Sermon of Sedition. 

Bei!. Sharper ! Fortifie thy Splcen ! Such a Jeſt ! Speak when thou art 
ready, 

Sharp. Now, were 1 ill-natur*d, wou'd 1 utterly diſappoint thy Mirth : 
Hear thee tell thy mighty ſeſt, with as much Gravity as a Biſhop hears 
Venereal Cauſes in the Spiritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my 
= with one Smile ; but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thy 
Ell. | 

Bell, Pſhaw, No: 1 have a better Opinion of thy Wit, ——— Gad, 
i dehie thee, 

Sharp. Were it not Loſs of Time, you ſhou'd make the Experiment. 
But honeſt Setter, here , over-heard you with Lucy, and has told 
me all, 

Bel!, Nay, then 1 thank thee for not putting me out of Countenance. 
Bur, to tell you ſomething you don't know. —— | got an Opportu- 
nity (after 1 had marry'd 'em) of diſcovering the Cheat to Sylvia. 
She took it at firſt, as another Woman wou'd the like Diſappointment ; 
but my Promiſe to make her Amends quickly with another Husband, 
tomewhat pacify'd her. 

Sharp. But, how the Devil do you think to acquit your ſelf of your Pro- 
mile ? Will you marry her your ſelf ? 

Bell, I have no ſuch Intentions at prefert, —— Prithee, wilt thou 
ebink a little for me ? 1 am ſure the ©:zenious Mr, Setter will aſ- 


f1ſbs Ag 2s” 


Setter. 


Fa 
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Setter. O Lord, Sir! 
Belt, Vl leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habic. CE, 


Enter Sir Joſep! and Blufte, 


Sharp, Ha | Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither on purpoſe. Setter, 
ftand cloſe; ſeem not to obſerve em; and, Hark-ye. FW hi(per. 

Bluffe, Fear him not, —— I am prepar'd for him now; and he ſhall find 
he might have ſafer rouz'd a ſleeping Lion, 

Sir Fo/. Huſh, huſh : Don't you ſee him ? 

Bliffe. Shew him to me. Where is he ? 

Sir 7o/, Nay, Don't ſpeak ſo loud. I dont jeſt, as I did a 
little while ago. — Look yonder:-——— A-gad, if he ſhou'd hear 
the Lion roar, he*d cudgel him into an Afs, and his primitive Braying., 
Don't you remember the Story in eE/op's Fables, Bully * A-gad there are 
£o0d Morals to be pick'd out of «A&fop*s Favles, Ict me toll you that; and 
Reynard the Fox too. 

Blrffe. Damn your Morals. 

Sir 59/. Prithes, don't ſpeak fo loud. 

Blyffe. Dama your Morals : 1 muſt reyenge th*atfrons done to my 
Honour. [ /n 4 cow Pore, 

Sir Fo/. Ay ; Do, do, Captain, if you think fit. —-»- You may diſpoſe 
of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, d'ye ſee:—- ut by the Lord Harry, 
t i] leave you, [ Stealing amay upon is T ip-toe-. 

Bluffe. Prodigious ! What ! Will you forſake your Friend in lis Extremi- 
ty? You cant, in Honour, refuſe to carry him a Challenge. 

; [Almoſt winſpering, aid treading ſoftly after kim, 

Sir Fo/. Prithee, What d*you ſee in my Face, that looks as if 1 cou'd car- 
ry a Challenge ? Honour is your Province, Captain : Take it. - Al 
the World know me to be a Knight, and a Man of V/orfkip, 

Setter, I warrant you, Sir, I'm in{trutted. 

Sharp, Impoſlitle! Araminta take a Liking to a Fool | 

Setter, Her Head runs of nothing elſe, nor ſhe can talk of nothing elſe. 

Snarp. I know ſhe commended him ail the while we were in the Park 5. -bz% 
1 thought it had been only to make 7ain-love jealous, 

Sir Fo/. Hows this ? Good Bly, hold your Breath, and let*s tearken, 
A-Gad, this muſt bel. - 

Sharp. Death ! It cant be. ——— An Oaf, an Ileor, a Wittal. 

Sir Fof. Ay, now it's out. 'TisI; my own iguividual Perſon. 

oharp. a Wretch that has flown” for Shelter rozhe loweſt Shrub of Mans 
xind, and ſecks Protection from a blaſted Coward. 


_—— ——— 


Sir 70/, That's you, Filly, Back, "Buſſe rows rn Cir Jol, 
Sharp, She has given YVain-love her Promiſe, to marry him before co Mor- 


rew. Mornivg, Has jhe not ! 1.4 0 SRLter, 
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Setter, he has, Sir; And | have it in Chargs to attend her all this 
Evening, in order to condutt her to the Place appointed. 

Sharp. Well, Pil go and inform your Maſter ; and do you preſs her to 
make all the haſte imaginable. | | [ Exit. 

Setter, Where 1 a Rogue now, what a noble Prize could I diſpoſe of ! A 
gooUly Pinnace, richly laden, and to launch forth under my Auſpicious 
Convoy. Twelve Thouſand Pounds, and all her Rigging ; beſides what lies 
conceal'd under Hatches.—— Ha ! All this committed to my Care !/—— 
Avaunt Temptation. Setter, ſhew thy ſelf a Perſon of Worth; be 
true to thy Truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Reputed honeſt! Hum : Is that 
all? Ay: For, to be honeſt is nothing ; the Reputation of it is all. Re- 
puration ! What have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with Reputation ? 
"Tis above ns : And, for Men of Quality, they are above it. So that 
Reputation is een as fooliſh as Honeſty. And, for my part, if | meer 
Sir 7e/eph with a Purſe of Gold in his hand, I'll diſpoſe of mine. to the beſt 
Advantage. 

Sir 50/. Heh, heh, heh : Here cis for you, PFaith, Mr. Serter, Nay, Pll 
take you at your Word. [ Chinking a Purſe, 

Setter, Sir Foſeph and the Captain too ! undone undone ! Pm undone, my 
Maſter's undone, my Lady's undone, and all the Buſineſs is undone. 

Sir Foſ. No, no, Never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſineſs ſhall be done: 
What——Come, Mr. Setter, 1 have over-heard all, and to ſpeak, is but loſs 
of time ; but if there be occaſion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen intercede for 
me. [ Gives him Gold, 

Setter. O Lord, Sir, What d'ye mean? Corrupt my honeſty.— They 
hzve indeed, very per ſwading faces. But 

Sir Foſ. ?Tis too little, there's more, Man. There, take all —- Now —=— 

Serter,- Well, Sir Joſeph, you have ſuch a winning way with you ——. — 

Sir Foſ. And how, and hew, good Serter, did the little Rogue look, when 
ſhe talk*d of Sir Joſeph ? Did not ker Eyes twinkle, and her Mouth water ? 
Did not ſhe pull up her little Bubbies? And— A-gad, I am ſo over-joy'd — 
And ftroke down her Belly ; and then'ſtep aſideto tie her Garter, when ſhe 
was thinking of her Love, Heh, Setter. 

Setter Oh, Yes, Sir. 

Sir Fo/. How now, Bully ? What, Melancholy becauſe Pm in the Lads fa- 
vours ?;——-No matter, I'll make your Peace,—. I know, they were a little 
ſmart upon you But, L warrant, 11] bring you into the Ladies good 
Graces, 

Bluffe, Pſhaw, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other-gueſs-toys than 
ſhe. Look here: *Fheſe were ſent me th Morning —- There read. [ Shows 
Letters, | That - That's aScrawl of Quality. Here, here's from a Coun- 
teſs two. Hum -— No hold That's from a Knight's Wife, fke ſent it 
me by her Husband But here, both theſe are from Perſons of great 


Quality. 


Sir 7oſ. 
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Sir 7oſ. They are either from Perſons of great QWhile Sir Joſeph 
Qu2lity, or no Quality at all, 'tis ſuch-a Damn'd reads, Bluffe 
ugly Rand. whiſpers Setter. 

Setter, Captain, I wou'd do any thing to ſerve you ; but this is fo 
difficult. 

Bluffe, Not at all. Don't I know him ? 

Setter, Yow'll remember the Conditions !—— 

Bluffe. Vl give*t you under my Hand. In the mean time, here's 
Earneſt. [Gives him Money. } Come, Knight ; - I'm capitulating with 
Mr. Setter for you. 

Sir 50/. .Ah, hon+ſt Setter, wo Sirrah, PIl give thee any thing but 
2 Night's Lodging. [Exeunt. 


Enter Sharper, twegino in Heartwell. 


Sharp. Nay, Prithee, leave Rallying, and come along with me : May bs 
ſhe maym be within. ?Tis but to yond' Corner-houſe. 

Heart, Whither ? Whither ? Which Corner-Houſe ? 

Sharp. Why, there : The Two white Poſts. 

Heart, And who woud you viſit there, ſay you? ( O'ons, How my 
Heart akes.) 

Sharp. Pſhaw 3 Thou'rt fo troubleſom and inquiſitive. Why, PI! 
tell you : 'Tis a young Creature that /ain-love debauch'd, and has forſaken. 
Did you never hear Bellmouy chide him about Sylvia, 

Heart, Death, and Hell, and Marriage ! My Wife ! [ Aſide. 

Sharp. Why, thou art as muſty as a New-married Man, that had found 
his Wife Knowing the firſt Night. 

Heart, Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it ? But, hold : —— 
If he ſhou'd not, 1 were a Fool to diſcover it. — _ I'll diſlemble, and try 
him. [ 4/ide.} —Ha, ha, ha. Why, Tom; Is that ſuch an Occaſion of Me- | 
lancholy ? Is it ſuch an uncommon Miſchief ? 

Sharp. No, Faith ; 1 believe not. Few Women, but have their 
Year of Probation, befor: they are cloiſter?d in the narrow Joys of Wed- 
lock. But prithee come along with me, or I'll go and have the Lady to 
my ſelf. B*w'y? George, [Going, 

Heart. O Torture ! How he racks and tears me! — Death ! Shall | 
own my Shame, or wittingly let him go and whore my Wife ? No, That: 
inſupportable. — Oh, Sharper, 

Sharpe How now ? 

Heart. Oh, 1 am -- married. 

Sharp, (Now hold Spleen. ) Married ! 

Heart, Certainly, irrecoverably married. 

Sharp. Heav®n forbid, Man. How long ? 

Heart, Oh, an Age, an Age: 1 have been marricd theſz two Hours, 

Sharp. My old Batchelor married / That were a Jeſt, Ha, ha, ha. 

H 
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Heart, Death ! Dye mock me? Heark-ye: If either you eſteem wy 
Friendſhip, or your own Safety, — come not near that Houſe, —— thax 
Corner-houſe, —- that hot Brothel. Ask no Queſtions. [Exit. 
Sharp, Mad, by this Light. 
Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure : 
Marry'd in haſte, we may repent at leiſure. 


Setter Extring. 


Setter. Some by Experience find thoſe Words miſ-plac'dy 
At leiſure marry*d, they repent in haſte. 
As I ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartwel. 

Sharp. Here again, my Mercury / 

Setter, Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir : I think my Atchievments do de- 
ſerve the Epithet.—— Afercury was a pimp too ; but tho? I bluſh to own 
it at this time, I muſt confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the Dignity of my 
FunCtion ; and do condeſcend to be ſcandalouſly employ'd in the Promotion 
of Vulgar Matrimony. 

Sharp. As how, dear dexterous Pimp. 

Setter, Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Aﬀairs depending: 
Our Stratagem ſucceeding as you intended, —= Bluffe turns errand Traytor ; 
bribes me to make a private Conveyance of the Lady to him, and put a 
Sham-Settlement upon Sir Joſeph. 

Sharp. O Rogue ! Well, but I hope — 

Setter, No, no ; never fear me, Sir.—— | privately inform'd the Knight 
of the Treachery; who has agreed, ſeemingly to be cheated, that the Ca- 
. Ptain may be ſo in reality. 

Sharp. Where's the Bride ? 

Setter. Shifting Cloaths for the purpoſe at a Friend's Houſe of mine. 
Here's Company coming, if you?ll walk this way, Sir, Pl] tell you. [Exemnrt. 


Ezter Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta and Vain-love. 


Vain, Oh, *twas Frenzy all : Cannot you forgive it ?!— Men in Madneſs 
have a Title to your Pity. [To Araminta; 

Aram, —— Which they forfeit when they are reſtor'd to their Senſes. 

Vain. I am not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 

Aram, You who cou'd reproach me with one Counterfeit, how inſolent 
wou'd a real Pardon make you? But there's no need to forgive what is not 
worth my Anger. 

Beliv. © my Conſcience, I cou'd find in my Heart to marry thee, 
purely to be rid of thee. At leaſt, Thou art ſo troubleſome 
a Lover, there's Hopes thou'lt make a more than ordinary quict Huſ- 
band, 5 { To Bellmour. 


Bel. 


42 EDD Hera ern... 


Wn ET 


- 


_ ———- lb. ab.. 32" © Harare .. 
% 


[51 ] 


Bell. Say you ſo? — ls that a Maxim among ye? 

Balin. Yes: You flattering Men of the Mode have made Marriage a mers 
French Diſh. 

Zell. 1 hope there's no French Sawce, [ Aſide. 

Belin. You are ſo curious in the Preparation, that is, your Courtſhip, one 
wou?d think you meant a noble Entertainment: -— But when we come to 
feed, *cis all Froth, and poor, but in ſhew. Nay, often, only Remains, 
which have been I know not how many times warm for other Company, 
and at laſt ſerv*d up cold to the Wife. 

Bell. That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who cou'd n- : afford 
one warm Diſh for the Wife of his Boſom. But you timorous 
Virgins, form a dreadful Chimzra of a Husband, as of a Creature con- 
trary to that ſofr, humble, pliant, eaſie thing, a Lover, ſo gueſs at 
Plagues in Matrimony , in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures of Courtſhip. 
Alas ! Courtſhip co Marriage, iz but as the Muſick in the Play-houſe, 
till the Curtain's drawn ; but that once up, then opens the Scene of 
Pleaſure. 

Belin, Oh, foh,— no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage, as a very Wit- 
ty Prologue to a very dull Play. 


Enter Sharper. 


Sharp. Hiſt, — Bellmour : Tfyou'll bring the Ladies, make haſte to Silvia's 
Lodgings, before Heartwell has fretted himſelf out of breath —— Pam in 


haſte now, but Pl] come in at the Cataſtrophe. [Ext 
Bell. You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to revenge your ſelf upon 
Heartwell, for affronting your Squirrel. [70 Belinda. 


Belin, O the filthy rude Beaſt / 
p Aram. 'Tis a laſting Quarrel : I think he has never been at our Houſe 
ince. 

Bell, But give your ſelves the trouble to walk to that Corner- 
Houſe, and Þ!] tell you by the way what may divert and ſurprize 
you. {Exenn, 


SCENE changes to Silvia's Lodgings. 


Exter Heartwell azd Boy. 


Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her Maid ! 

Boy. There was a Man too that fetch'd 'em out : — Setter, I think they 
call'd him. 

Heart, So-h, — That precious Pimp too.—— Damn'd, damn'd Strum- 
pet ! Cow'd fhe not contain her ſelf on her Wedding-Day ! Not hold out till 


Night! Leaye me, [ Exit Boy 
H 2 O curſed 
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© curfed State ! How wide we err, when apprehenſive of the Load of 
Life ! ——— Ye hope to find F 


That Help which Nature meant in Woman-kind, 
To Man that Supplemental Self deſign'd ; 

But proves a burning Cauſtick when _—_ 

And Adam, ſure; coud with more Eaſe abide 
The Bone when broken, than when made a Bride, 


Ezxter Bellmour, Belinda, Vain-love, Araminta, 


Bell. Now George, What Rhyming! I thought the Chimes of Verſe were 
paſt, when once the doleful Marriage-knell was rung. 
Heart. Shame and Confuſion. I am expoſed. 
[ Vain-love and Araminta talk, a-part, 
Belin. [oy, Foy Mr. Bride-groom ; I give you Joy, Sir. 
Heart. *Tisnot in thy Nature to give me Joy.-—A Woman can as ſoon 


five Immortality. 
Belin, Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns when they are 


married, 

Bell. That they are fit for nv Company but their Wives. | 

Belin. Nor for them neither, in a little time—-I ſwear, at the Month's 
End, you ſhall hardly find a Married-man, that will do a civil thing to his 
Wife, or ſay a civil thing to any body elſe. Jeſ# ! how he looks already. 
Ha, ha, ha, 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha. 

Heart, Death, Am I made your. Laughing-ſtock ? For you, Sir, I ſhall 


find a time; but take off your Waſp here, or the Clown may grow boi- 


ſtrous, I have a Fly-flap. 
Belin. Yon have occaſion for*t, your Wife has been blown upon. 


Bell. That's home. | 

Heart. Not Fiands or Furies could have added to my vexation, or any 
thing, but another Woman, —— You've wrack*d my patience ; begon, or 
By —— 

Bell. Hold, hold. What the Devil, thou wilt not draw upon a Woman? 

YVain, What's the matter ? 

Aram. Blefs-me ! What have you doneto him ? 

Belin, Only touch'd a gall'd-beaſt till he winch'd. 

Vain, Bellmour, Give it over ; you vex him too much ; *tis all ſerious 
to him. 

Belin. Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, my elf. 

Heart. Damn your pity, — But let me be calns a little. — How have I 
deſery'd this of you? Any of ye? Sir, have I impair*d the. Honour of your 
Houſe, promisd your Siſter Þ.72rriage, and whor'd her ? Wherein have I in- 
zured you? Did I bring a Phyſician to your Father when he lay expiring, and 
endeayour to prolong his life, and you One-and-twenty ? Madam, _— - 
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had an Opportunity with you and bauk'd it ? Did you ever offer me the Fa- 
your that I refugd it ? Or —— 

Belin. Oh foh ! What does the filthy-fellow mean ? Lard, let me begone. 

Aram. Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough ſerv'd, 

Bell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho?. 

Vain. Nay, 'tis a Sore of your own ſcratching. — Well George, -——— 

Heart. You are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent Ills. If Sylv4z had not 
been your Whore, my Wife might have been honeſt. 

Vai, And if Sylvia had not been your Wife, my Whore might have been 
juſt—— There, we are even, —— But have a good heart, I heard of your 
Misfortune, and come to your relief. 

Heart. When Execution's over, you offer a Reprievs. 

Vain. What would you give ? 

Heart. Oh? Any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, or an Arm; nay, 1 
would be divorced from my Virility, to be divorced from my Wite. 


Exter Sharper. 


Vain; Faith, that's a ſure way. But here's one can ſell you freedom 
better cheap. : 

Sharp. Vain-love, 1 have been a kind of a God-tather to.you, yonder. 1 
have promiſed and vow'd ſome things in your Name, which I think you are 
bound to perform. 

Vain. No ſigning to a Blank, friend. 

Sharp. No, Pil deal fairly with you. —*?Ti1s a full and free Diicharge to 
Sir Joſeph, Wittal and Captain Bluffe ; for all Injaries whatſoever, done unto 
you by them ; until the preſent Date hereof, —— How ſay you ? 

_ Vain. Agrced. 

Sharp. Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their Maſques, a Moment, 

[_ Exit, 

Heart. What the Devil's all this to me, 

Fain. Patknce. 


Re-enter Sharper, with Sir Joſeph, Blufte, Sylvia, Lucy, Setter; 


Bluffe. All Injuries whatſoever, Mr. Sharper, 

Sir Jof. Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain, ſtick to that ; whatſoever. 
+ Sharp, 'Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are witneſſes to the general Releaſe. 
| Vain. Ay, ay, to this inſtant Moment. I have paſt an At of Ob- 
ivion. 

Blyffe. Tis very generous, Sir, ſince I necds muſt own—— : 

Sir Fo. No, no, Captain, you nced not own, Heh, heb, heb. ?Tis I nwlt 
OWn—— 

Bluffe, ——That you are over-reach'd tod. ha, ha, ha, only a little Art 
military, uſed only undermined, or fo, as ha} appear by = 
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fair Araminte, my Wife's permiſſion. Oh, the Devil, cheated at 
laſt ! Be ; ; [. Lucy anmaſques. 

Sir 7oſ. Only a little Art-military Trick, Captain, only countermin'd, or 
ſo Mr, /ain-love, I ſuppoſe you know whom I have got——noyw, but 
all's forgiven, 

Fain. I know whom you have not got z pray, Ladies, convince him. 

[. Aram, «rd Belin, w2maſque, 

Sir 5o/. Ah! O Lord, my heart akes. —2— Ah! Setter, a Rogue of ali 
ſides. | 

Sharp, Sir Joſeph, you had better have pre-engag'd this Gentleman?'s Par. 
Con : For though /ain-love be ſo generous to forgive the loſs of His Mi- 
ſtreſs know not how #Heart-wel! may take the loſs of his Wife. 

| [Sylvia unmaſques, 

Heart, My Wiſe ! By this Light cis ſhe, the very Cockatrice —Oh Shar- 
per ! Let me imbrace thee.——But art thou ſure ſhe's really married to him ? 

Sertcr, Really and lawfully marricd, I am witneſs. 

Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. [Heart-well goes to Bellmour, 
* Sir Jof. Pray, Madam, Who are you ? For I find, you andI are like to be 

better acquainted. 

Sylv. The worſt of me, is, that I am. your Wife 

Sharp. Come, Sir Joſeph, your Fortune is not ſo-bad as you fear. —— A fine 
Lady, and a Lady of very good Quality. 

Sir Jo. Thanks to my Knighthood, ſhe's a Lady - 

Vain, —That deſerves a Fool with a better Title, ——Pray uſe her as my 
Relation, or you ſhall hear ont. 

Bluffe. What, Are you a Woman of Quality too, Spouſe ? 

Seitcr. And my Relation ; pray let her be reſpeCted accordingly, — Well, 
honeſt Lucy,Fare-thee-well.—— 1 think, you and | have been Play-fellows off- 
and on, any time theſe Seven Years. 

Lucy. Hold your prating.——”Pm thinking what Vocation I ſhall follow, 
while my Spouke is planting Laurels in the Wars. 

Blufje. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars.— While I plant Lau- 
rels for my Head abroad, I may find the Branches ſprout at home. 

Heart, Bellmour, 1 approve thy mirth, and thank thee. And I can- 
not in gratitude ( for 1 ſee which way thou art going ) ſee thee fall inta.che 
ſame ſnare, out of which thou haſt deliver'd me. 

Bell, I thank thee, George, for thy good intention.—— But there is a f?ta- 
lity in Marriage. For I find Pm reſolute. 

Heart. Then good Councel will be thrown away upon you. For my 
part, I have once eſcap'd —- And when 1 wed again, may ſhe be ugly, 
as an old Bawd. 

Vain. Ill-natur*d, as an old Maid. 

Bell. Wanton, as a Young-widow. 

Sharp, And jealous, as a barren Wite. 

Heart, Agreed, 


Bel. 
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Bell. Well ; *Midſt of theſe dreadful Denunciations, and notwithſtan- 
ding the Warning and Example before me, I commit my ſelf to laſting 


Durance. 


Zelin. Priſoner, make much of your Fetters, [Giving ber band, 

Fn Frank, Will you keep us in Countenance ? 

Vain. May I preſume to hope ſo great a Bleſſing ? [ To Araminta, 

Aram, We had better take the Advantage of a little of our Friends Ex- 
perience firſt. 


Bell, © my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for fear he ſhou'd re- 
cant. { Aſide, J Well, we ſhall have your Company to Church in the Mor- 
ning ? —— May be it may get you an Appetite to-ſee us fall to before ye. 
Setter, Did not you tell me ? 

Setter. They're at the Door : Pll call 'em in, 


A Dance. 


Bell. Now ſet we forward on a Journey for Life : - Come, take: 
your Fellow-Travellers. Old George, I'm forry to ſee thee ſtill plod on: 
alone. 

Heart. With gawdy Plumes and gingling Bells made proud, 

The youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 
A Morning-Sun his TinſeIPd Harneſs gilds, 
And the firſt Stage a Down-hill Green-ſword yields. 
But, Oh, —— 
What rugged Ways attend the Noon of Life # 
( Our Sun declines, ) and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife ! 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run ; 
But *tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. [ Exeunt Omne:. 


EPILOGUE, 


FPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


1 | S a raſh Girl, who will all Hazards 1un, 


aus Af G8. oe 


ee. 


But bold 


And be enjoy'd, tho" ſure to be undone ; 
Soon as her Curioſity is over, 
World give the World ſhe cold bi Toy recover : 
So fares it with our Poet 5 and I'm ſent 
To tell you, he already does repent : 
IWonld you were all as forward, to keep Lent, 
Now the Deed's done, the Giddy-thing has leaſure 
Fo think oth” Sting, that"s in the tail of Pleaſure. 
Methinks I hear him in Cooſideration! 
What will the World ſay ? Where's my Reputation? 
Now that's at ſtake No fool, "tis ont o faſhion. 
If loſs of that ſhould follow want of Wit, 
How many Undone Men were in the Pit ! 
Why that's ſome Comfort, to an Author”s fears, 
If he's an Aſs, he will be Try'd by's Peers. 
I am exceeding my Commiſſion ;; 
My Buſineſs here, was hambly to petition : 
But we're ſo us'd to Rail on theſe Occaſions, 
T could not help one tryal of your Patience : 
For "tis our way ( you tmow ) for fear 0'th worſt, 
To be-beforc-1und ſtill, ana cry Fool firſt. 
How {ay you, Sparks? How do you ſtand affected ? 
] ſwear, yourrg Bays within, is ſo dejected, 


F7* / 


T would aricve 1onr hearts to ſee him ; ſhall T call him ? 


But then you cruel Criticks wonld ſo manl him ! 

Jet, may be, 30u {! encourage 4 beginner 3 

But how ? Juſt as the Devil does a Sinner. 
Women and Wits, are uſed &en miich at one ; 

Tot z4in your Ends, and damn em when you've done. 
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